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PREFACE 



The Author of the following pieces has yentured to 
hope that to those who have read them in the periodicals, 
their collection in a volume would not be unacceptable. 
They are the fruits of some little observation and study 
in the field, the forest, and at the brook-side. 

The early life of the Author was spent in a wild and 
picturesque region in the southwestern part of New 
York — his native state. Apart from the busy haunts of 
mankind, his eye was caught by the strongly marked 
and beautiful scenes by which he was surrounded : and 
to the first impressions thus made, may be attributed 
the fact, that his subjects relate so much to Nature and 
so little to Man. Instead, therefore, of aiming to depict 
the human heart, he has endeavored to sketch (however 
rudely and imperfectly) the features of that with which 
he was most familiar. 

With these remarks this volume is submitted to the 
public. 

Ai^BANT, Oct 15, 1845. 
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NATURE. 



Natusb— fiiint mnblem of Omnipotenc 

Shitped bj His hand — the lE^iadow of His light-^ 

The veil in whieh He wmps His majesty, 

And through whose mantling fi>lds He deigns to show, 

Of His mysteriousi awfiil attributes 

And dazzling ^lendoFs, all man's feeble thought 

Can grasp unorushM, or vision liear unquench^d— 

She is the shrine of this, my offering-song. 

God gUmoed en chaos^-into form it s)»«ng — 
Worlds clustered round Him — instant at His will, 
Blazing, they dftrted to their destined spheres, 
Spangling the void, and in their orbits wheel 'd, 
Each with a different glory. Kindled suns 
ffliot their fierce beasns, and gende moons vere robed 
\st soft pure sUyery lustre. Chaos lived. 

As the bright shapes were speeding to their goals 
The Angels gazed with wonder. Orb on orb 
Swept past their vision, shedding fitful gleams 
Upon their jewell'd brows and glittering wings, 
And trailing, as they whirl'd along their flight, 
I^athways of splendor, till the boundless spaoe 
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Fl»tV9:i^ jipre> -^r gorgeous Ibrilliancy. 

But when Omnipotence had fbrm'd His robe, 

And cast its spangled blazonxy round Heaven, 

The countless myriads of those shining ones, 

Their wonder changed to awe, bow'd crown and harp 

Before the dazzling brightness. Then, as stole 

The first low music of the singing-stars 

Melting along the stillness, rank on rank, 

The proud Archangel in his majesty, 

And the puve Seraph in Jier loveliness, 

Lea[»ng ei^ot, pour'd £poai the quivering string 

Their anthem to the HoUett, till Heaven's air, 

3tirr'd by the dutpason of the hymn, 

RoU'd on an ocean of deep bHlowy sounds. 

At the creative summons. Earth had wheel'd 
In her eternal counse-«Oh! jnot as now, 
Marr'd by the bitter curse that flow'd fnnn sin, 
Scathed by God's justice, darkened with His wrath ' 
And made more blacfc. -by man-^but pure and sweet 
In all the beauty of liter blossoming youth, - 
In all the fragrance of her new^bom spring* 
Paradise, rising at its Maker's touch, 
Bloem'd in its lovelmess ; the f^oesy leaves 
Roof 'd the rich grass ti^th emerald ; gorgooup flowefs 
Swung incense to the air, and warbling birds 
And nppling waters made each wind that breathed 
A wandering tongue of softest ttielody. 

Alas ! that sin should blight tiuU. Paradise ! 
Wo for the brightaess vatiish^d irote the earth! 
Wo for lost Eden ! As the fiery #ivoJk1 
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GleamM before eyes that aever more might Tiew 
The glories pass'd away with innocence, 
Heaven's radiant brows grew pale at all the grief 
The first transgression then entail'd on man. 

Steep'd in her wickedness, Earth revelled on. 
At length God's anger burst. The mighty rains 
Dash'd, torrent-like, from black and scowling skies 
That veil'd the world with darkness: valleys swell'd 
To leaping rivers— ))lains to dashing lakes — 
And gorges to mad plunging cataracts ; 
The peopled city and the lonely cot 
Sank in the rising waters ; mountain peaks, 
Dotting the billowy desert, were o'erwhelm'd, 
Until a boundless ocean wildly toss'd 
Its giant surges, and with ceaseless roar 
Thunder'd its requiem o'er a world destroy'd. 

Borne by the dove o'er this mysterious sea. 
To anxious eyes within the floating Ark, 
The gladdening olive-branch gave pledge of hope 
And sure deliverance. 

And when that bright bird, 
Darting through breaking gloom, o'er less'ning flood, 
Vanish'd forever, fainter fell the roar, 
Till the dread requiem ceased ; the watery veil 
Shrank from Earth's features, and, her baptism o'er, 
In the pure sunshine she look'd up and smiled ; 
While o'er her freshen'd beauty, delicate hues 
Glow'd in arch'd brightness on the fleeting clouds 
God's type of mercy and averted wrath. 

B 



(14) 

Time has roll'd on his rapid flood since then- 
Each wave a century — ^towards that barrier 
O'er which it leaps, a mi^ty cata^ct. 
Into the ocean of eternity. 
Myriads of human motes have sported o'er 
Its boiling surges, and been swept away ; 
Form'd of its mists, upon its slippery banks 
Empires have risen and vanish'd ; battle-fields 
Have mingled with its flow their crimson stains. 
And epochs ruffled it in spots to foam. 
Nature has kept her order, high above 
The wild mutations of this rolling tide. 
Twin-bom with Time, and twm-existent, naught 
Shall swerve her from her proud, sublime career, 
Until the day of the dread holocaust, 
When the red sky shall shrivel like a scroll 
Before the splendors of that " gi:eat white throne" 
Blazing mid crashing spheres and shuddering worlds. 

How countless and how multiform the scenes 
Nature presents, expanding as we tread 
Her sacred precincts ! With what various tongues 
She teaches, and how vast the wisdom gain'd I 

Show we her scenes, in Europe's diflering climes, 

Asia the gorgeous, stricken Africa, 

And God's most glorious gift, our own wild land. 

An English landscape : a green winding lane. 
Skirted with fragrant hawthorns, casting down 
Broad stripes of shadow on the pleasant grass, 
Streak'd by the slant rays of the sinking sun ; 
The mown hay's odor fills the balmy air, 
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And the light clanging of the whetted scythe 

Rings from -the meadow ; o'er yon grove of oaks. 

Tufting the sky with dome-like foliage, 

Points the moss'd steeple of the village church ; 

And through the parted ^dges of the leaves 

Gleam the white grave-stones : by this cottage-porch 

Stoops the rough cart, its long tongue thrust to earth, 

And near it crouches the tired panting ox. 

With the grim mastiff, growling in his sleep. 

Beneath the woodbin'd lattice, flashing back 

In dazzlii^ sparks the sunshine, the faint hum 

Of the whirl'd spinning-wheel is blending sweet 

With the deep low of the approaching kine, 

And the shrill creaking of the harvest-wain ; 

O'er the green wave of meadow, melting dim 

In the fttr distance sweeps the lordly park, 

With its gray ivied castle, haughtily 

Frowning with tower and wall and battlement. 

A scene of glorious Italy ! the sky — 

A delicate sapphire — smiles o'er silverM slopes 

Bright with the olive ; purpled terraces 

Bich with the grape. Isle-dotted Como winds 

To the dim shroud of its horizon-mist. 

The glossy myrtles in the fanning air 

Cast rapid glitterings. In the sunlight, gleam 

A prostrate column and a broken arch, 

Their marble bathed in gold : While far, the Alps 

Lift their proud monaich-forms, with regal robes 

Of forest purple^^azzling diamond crowns. 

And craggy sceptres ; guarding, with stem looks. 

The radiant climes that brighten at their feet. 
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Romantic Switzerland ! wild mountain peaka 
Casting gigantic shadows, their grim shapes 
Streak'd with bright diver, the high headlong plnnge 
Of foaming torrents ; from its crag, the fir 
Leans o'er the cloven gorge with gloomy frown. 
While the slight poplar and the graceful larch 
Cluster round chalets set, like spotted pearls. 
Upon the bosoms of the billowy hills. 
The glacier flings its darts of dazzling light 
In the broad sun ; and towering up, Mont Blanc 
Throws down the mighty mantle of his shade 
Upon the vassal-mountains crouching round. 

The scorching nocm-tide sun of Indi^ fires 

The sandal-scented air. The tall bamboo 

Walls the bright Ganges with its jointed steins ; 

Motionless droops the tamarind in the heat, 

While looming far, the trunk-link'd banyan spreads 

Its branching columns and its leafy aisles, 

A templed forest. On his crashing path 

Through the down trampled canes, the elephant 

Treads to the dark cool portal, and is lost 

In the wide-spreading shadow. To the clear 

Lily-wreath'd mirror of the sacred flood, 

Bends the striped tiger, and then crouching, hides 

Within the matted jungle ; while around 

The tall pagoda and the sculptured mosque, 

The flg is bursting, and the cocoa hangs 

High in the glowing air its ripening globes. 

Africa diows her picture. Limitless 

Spread the gray sands, which in their mighty march. 
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Grain upon granoH-each toilsome stride an 

Have whelm'd magnificent temple, palace proud, 

And gorgeous city, and still onward move — 

Their only witnesses, the myriad years 

That o'er have flown, since slow and deep and still, 

But awful in their stillness, they have pass'd. 

Afar upon the hlue, the pyraniid 

Towering cuts sharply ; near it frowns the Sphynx 

Wrapped in its sandy mantle, while heneath 

The grateftil shadow of its guardian-palm, 

The tremulous silver of the fbuntain glows ; 

Caravan-camels are reclining round 

Mrd turhanM groups. Quick, skimming like a dart 

Speeds the light antelope. But what wild shapes 

Are bursting firom the far horizon's rim ? 

High towering as they come, the pillar'd sands 

With fearful roaring and with furnace-breath, 

Shrivelling and scorching, whirl along their course : 

Brass glares above— red surges toss below^ 

And where they pass, the fierce hyena delves 

And howls in triumph as he rends his prey* 

America, with her rich green forest-robe 
Yon eagle sweeping from his sunward path. 
Stoops his broad pinion to a lowering peak ; 
Far as on every side his keen eye darts. 
An emerald ocean stretches, and its depths, 
FormM by the leaves, as ocean by its drops, 
Are lying motionless in breathless sleep ; 
But the free viewless wind sweeps over them— 
They toss in flashing billows, while a sound 
Arises, swelling in full deep-toned strength, 
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The playful gambols of this bouncUefls sea. 
The munnurs of its gladness. Now a cloud. 
Massive and black, strides up ; the aogry gleam 
Of the red lightning cleaves the frowning folds, 
And the far thunder mutters ; then as glare 
Opens on glare and crash succeeds to crash, 
An awful roar comes deep'ning ; 'tis the wrath 
Of the fierce whirlwind darting on its way- 
Crushing beneath its tread, gigantic trees. 
Leaving its broad strew'd path — a yawning chasm 
Through the deep forest-heart : Then as upliAs 
The scowling curtain of the storm, and leaps 
The sunshine in the coverts, from his lair 
Bounds the scared panther with his ringing shriek, 
And ^m his swampy den, the startled wolf 
Springs with his .clicking teeth and savage snarl,«— 
The forest glitters and sends forth a burst 
Of music, and upon the mossy glade 
Light treads the graceful deer*— the landscape smiles. 

What splendid beauty, and what grandeur wild 
Nature displays, in this, her loveliest clime. 
This diamond of her casket ! With one hand. 
She grasps the pine amongst its mantled snow 
Rocking in Winter's blasts ; the other holds 
The orange blossoming mid its golden fruit 
And trembling in the odor-bearing wind 
Of changeless Summer. Here, her sloping brows 
Smile in the bathing sunshine— towering, there. 
They wear the stem black clouds like diadems ;— 
Her veins — ^the glorious rivers rolling on. 
Now dashing wild o'er barrier-ice, and now 
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Rippling beneath magnoUftn ohalioes ; 
Her eyea— the sea-like lakes, whose angry tones 
Vie with the ocean-thunder ; and her robe 
The gorgeous foliage of the mighty woods. 

Not only is she grand and > beautiful 
In hgr majestic outlines, but she paints 
With every passing season's varying brush 
Fairy-like pictures of bright loveliness. 

Joy. throughout nature. April's fitful smiles 

Have yielded to the warm soft- looks of May. 

The hopple and the cherry smile no more 

In cluster'd bloom. The glossy down has left " 

The beech-sprays, and the perfumed birch has dcopp'd 

Its delicate tassels on the brighten'd moss. 

Alone the dogwood shows its blossoms now, 

Stars of white gauze outspread o'er every leaf, 

Breaking upon the eye ami4st the young 

Transparent verdure spotted on the boughs 

Spreading as' each day brings a kindlier sun. 

In the moist bellows and by streamlet-sides 

The grass stands thickly. Sunny banks have burst- 

Into blue sheets of scented violets. 

The woodland warbles, and the noisy swamp 

Has deepen'd in its tones. All speak of hope 

Of renovated youth, and ccMning joy. 

A day in Jubb— the full-grown canopy-leaves 
Sketch, in the gentle breathings of the air, 
Black quivering forms upop the flower^emm^d earth. 
O'er the branch-shelter'd stream, the laurel hangs 
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Its goi^eous dusters, and the bass-wood breathes 

From its pearl-blossoms, fragrance. Swinging light 

Upon the hemlock-top, the thrasher sounds 

His three-toned flute. From her cool shadowy nook 

The doe has led her dappled fawn, to taste 

The low sweet glade-grass with its clover-spots. 

Bees waft their lyres-— clouds wreathe and melt aboye, 

And sunshine smiles in golden gloss below. 

But now the wind stirs fresher ; darting round 

The spider tightens his frail web ; dead leaves 

Whirl in quick eddies from the mounds ; the snail 

Creeps to its twisted fortress, and the bird 

Crouches amid its feathers. Wafted up, 

The stealing cloud with soft gray blinds the sky, 

And in its vapory mantle^ onward steps* 

The summer shower ; over the shivering grass 

It merrily dances, rings its tinkling bells 

Upon the dimpling stream, and moving on. 

It treads upon the leaves with pattering feet 

And softly murmur'd music. Off it glides—^ 

And as its misty robe lifts up, and melts, 

The sunshine darting with a sudden burst, 

Strikes o'er the seene a magic brilliancy. 

A damp fresh fragrance from bathed leaves and flowers 

Steeps the cool pleasant air. Tree speaks to tree 

In mirthful warbles — ^the wet bushes chirp. 

And the grass answers with its insect-tones. 

Gorgeous October ! at the reddening morn 
Breathes a slight chilness through the bracing air. 
The white-frost sparkles, showing myriad prints 
Of the wood- wanderers, and the beaded drops 
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Glitter apon the gOGsaaier. As the skiit 

Of rivulet-mast Ikdes gently in the sky, 

Rich scenes of varied splendor beam around. 

A forest camiral. As though the threads 

Of the sun's light had melted on the leaves 

Each with its different hue ; as though all tints 

Of gem, of bird, of flower, of cloud, of sky, 

Had met and blended in a general ^ow» 

And as the sun wheels down, his cloudy robea 

Seem but a copy of the dyes of earth 

Brought by his beams, to deck with fitting pomp 

His passage from the glories he had seen 

And smiled on, in his day-course through the tky. 

November's storms have paSrd. The stem black frost 

Blighting the pageant-leaves, has left them pale. 

Shrunken and sear, and the strong howling blasts 

Have whirl'd them from their branches, darkening air 

And strewing them o'er earth. Now, sweet and calm, 

Like music gliding o'er discordant sounds, . 

Or moonlight smiling on a troubled sea. 

Summer, unrobed of all her glowing charms 

That graced her prime^ but mild and matron-like, 

For a brief while returns to greet those scenes 

O'er which she reign'd in queenly loveliness. 

A purple haze is trembling in the air, 

Soflening all near in veils of glimmering gauze. 

And steeping far-off masses in thick mist 

Blending their outlines with the shaded sky. 

So still the atmosphere, the thistle's star 

Drops motionless on the moss. Such quiet reigns, 

The low fiiint crackling of the dry fall'n leaves 
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Stirr'd by the sqiHrrers foot is heard, and e^en 
The light click of the milkweed's bimrting poda 
Showing the glossy satis of the plumes 
Close pack'd within, with which it wings its seeds. 
The beech-nut &lling from its open'd burr, 
Gives a sharp rattle, and the locust's song 
Rising and swelling shrill, then pausing short. 
Rings like a trumpet. Distant woods and hills 
Are full of echoes, and each sound that strikes 
Upon the hollow air, lets loose their tongues. 
The ripples, creeping through the matted grass, 
Drip on the ear, and the far partridge-drum 
Rolls like low thunder. The last butterfly^ 
Like a wing'd violet, floating in the meek 
Pink-color'd sunshine, suiks his velvet feet 
Within the pillar'd mullein's delicate down, 
And shuts and opens his unruffled fans. 
Lazily wings the crow with solemn croak 
From tree-top, on to tree-top. Feebly chirps 
The grasshopper, and the spider's tiny clock 
Ticks from las crevice. 

'Tis the Sabbath-rest 
Of Nature, ere she yields to Winter's power. 

A softer breath is mingled with the keen 
And piercing air, and o'er the frozen earth 
And skeleton-forest, from the bleak northwest 
Uplifts the storm-cloud, gathering fold on fold, 
A rising mountain : o'er the sky it spreads 
A dull, impenetrable gloomy gray. 
The russet snow-bird twitters, as loose flakes 
One by one, fk>at and flutter through the mist, 
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SpangUng his wing and ^)ottihg where they light; 
They thicken as they fall, until they stream 
In myriad columns, mottling the dun air 
And drawing a dense screen around the dght | 
The landscape whitens-^^and a shell-like s6uiid 
Murmurs — ^the low-toned music of the snow. 
Then roaring on its path, the chainless hlast 
Dashes in furious might, until the scene 
Is one wild chaos ; then exhausted »nks 
With dying howls, its strength, and all is still. 
The moming^s sunshine glows upon a waste 
Sparkling with diamonds. Bare the hill's steep hrow, 
But choked the hollow ; meadow broad, and plain 
Are furrow'd with white suites ; fences stretch 
Like low embankments, whilst the open woods 
Are clothed in garbs of spotless purity. 

Nature is Man's best teacher. She unfolds 
Her treasures to his search, unseals his eye, 
Illumes his mind, and purifies his heart. 
An influence breathes from all the sights and sounds 
Of her existence ; she is Wisdom's self. 
Rest yields she to the " weary" of the earth- 
Its "heavy-laden" she endows with strength. 
When sorrow presses on us, when the stings 
Of bitter disappointment pierce our soul^ 
When our eye sickens at the sight of man, * 
Our ear turns loathing from his jarring voice, 
The shadowy forest and the quiet field 
Are then our comf<mers. A medicine 
Breathes in the wind that fans our feverM brow. 
The blessed sunshine yields a sweet delight, 
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The bird's low warble thrills witbia our breaaty 
The flower is eloquent with peace and joy. 
And better thoughts oome o'er us. Lighter hmti 
And purer feelings cheer our homeward way. 
We prize Boore deep the blessings that are ouza» 
And rest a higher, holier trust in God. 

And when the splendid summer moonlight bathe% 
Blinding the stars, Night's purple sky in rich 
Transparent splendor, brightening all below, 
As though earth's guardian angel watching o'er 
Had dropp'd his silver mantle from his form 
Upon her to protect her helpless sleep, 
Nature speaks soothing music, stealing through 
Each avenue to the heart, till all is peace — 
Our thoughts are lifted ; passions swept away — 
And in our soul sweet holiness is shed. 
The feverish throbbings leave our brow,- and sleep 
Glides o'er our senses like a pleasant shade. 

And Nature teaches us Philosophy ; 
In the quick shading of her brilliant mom 
By the dark storm-cloud ; in the canker-spot 
That lurks within her blushing fragrant rose. 
In the sad blighting of her summer leaves 
When Autumn wields his tempests ; solemnly 
She warns how full of direst change is life, 
How perishing our sweetest, brightest joys, 
How ofl death lays our dearest feelings waste 
And makes existence cold and desolate. 
But oh ! she teaches also blessed Hope ; 
Hope, the sustainer ! H<^, which keeps the heart 
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From breaking in its sorrow. Glorious Hope T 
In the light seed that cradles the green plant-^ 
In the bright sun succeeding the dark night — 
In blue-eyed Spring, that plants her violets 
Within departing Winter's melting snows. 

And — ^holier theme — she teaches us of God, 
Her Architect — ^her Master. At His feet 
She crouches, and in offering Him her praise 
Erom myriad alters, and in myriad tones, 
She bids man praise Him also. In the broad 
Magnificent ocean, surging in wild foam. 
Yet bounded in its madness ; in the fierce, 
Shrieking, and howling tempest, crashing on 
In desolating wrath, yet curb'd with reins. 
She shows His awful power, yet tender care. 
In the free sunlight — in the dropping clouds, 
And changes of the seasons, she proclaims 
His boundless goodness and exhaustless love. 

Glorious^ most glorious Nature ! thus she yields 
Gems to the seeker. But, alas ! on earth 
We see but dim reflections of her light — 
We hear but whimpers of her magic voice-— 
Her dazzling cloudless splendors will be ^en, 
And her full, perfect harmony be heard, 
Only when, bursting from its chains of day, 
The soul shall reach its immortality. 
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THE GRAY FOREST EAGLE. 

With storm-daiing pinion, and sun-gazing eye, 
The Gray Forest Eagle is king of the sky ! 
Oh, little he loves the green valley of flowers, 
Where sunshine and song cheer the bright summer hours, 
For he hears in those haunts only music, and sees 
But rippling of waters and waving of |rees ; 
There the red-robin warbles, the honey-bee hums. 
The timid quail whistles, the shy partridge drums ; 
And if those proud pinions, perchance, sweep along, 
There's a shrouding of plumage, a hushing of song ; 
The sunlight falls stilly on leaf and on moss. 
And there's naught but his shadow black gliding across ; 
But the dark, gloomy gorge, where down plunges the foam 
Of the fierce, rocky torrent, he claims as his home : 
There he blends his keen shriek with the roar of the flood. 
And the many- voiced sounds of the blast-smitten wood ; 
From the fir's lofly summit, where mom hangs its wreath, 
He views the mad waters white writhing beneath ; 
On a limb of that moss-bearded hemlock far down, 
With bright azure mantle, and gay mottled crown. 
The kingfisher watches, while o'er him his foe 
The fierce hawk, sails circling, each moment more low ; 
Now poised are those pinions and pointed that beak. 
His dread swoop is ready, when hark ! with a shriek 
His eyeballs red-blazing, high bristling his crest. 
His snake-like neck arch'd, talons drawn to his breast. 
With the rush of the wind-gust, the glancing of light, 
The Gray Forest Eagle shoots down in his flight : 
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One blow of those talons, one plunge of diat neck, 
The strong hawk hangs lifeless, a blood-dripping wreck; 
And as dives the free kingfisher, dart-like on high 
With his prey soars the Eagle, and melts in the sky. 

A fitful red glaring, a low rumbling jar. 

Proclaim the Storm-Demon, yet raging afar: 

The Uack cloud strides upward, the lightning more red. 

And the roll of the thtmder, more deep and more dread ; 

A thick pall of darkness is cast o'er the air. 

And on bounds the blast with a howl from its lair. 

The lightning darts zigzag and fork'd through the gloom, 

And the bolt launches o'er with crash, rattle, and boom ; 

The Gray Forest Eagle, where, where has he sped? 

Does he shrink to his eyrie, and shiver with dredd? 

Does the glare blind his eye ? Has the terrible blast 

On the wing of the Sky-Eing a fear-fetter cast ? 

No no, the brave Eagle ! he thinks not of fright ; 

The wrath of the tempest but rouses delight ; 

To the flash of the lightning his eye casts a gleam, 

To the shriek of the wild blast he echoes his scream, 

And with front like a warrior that speeds to the fray, 

And a clapping of pinions, he's up and away ! 

Away, oh, away, soars the fearless and free ! 

What recks he the sky's strife ? — ^its monarch is he ! 

The lightning darts round him, undaunted his sight ; 

The blast sweeps against him, unwaver'd his flight ; 

High upward, still upward he wheels, till his form 

Is lost in the black scowling gloom of the storm. 

The tempest glides o'er with its terrible train. 
And the splendor of sunshine is glowing again'; 
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Again smiles the soft, tender blue of the sky^ 
Waked bixd-voices warble, fann'd leaf-voices sigh ; 
On the green grass danoe shadows, streams sparkle and n^n, 
The breeze bears the odor its flower-kiss has won, 
And full on the form of the Demon in flight 
The rainbow's magnificence gladdens the sight ! 
The Gray Forest Eagle ! oh, where is he now, 
While the sky wears the smile of its God on its brow t 
There's a dai^, floating spot by yon clond^s pearly wreath, 
With the speed of the arrow 'tis shooting beneath ; 
Down, nearer and nearer it draws to the gaze, 
Now over the rainbow, now blent with its blaze. 
To a shape it expands, still it plunges through air, 
A proud crest, a fierce eye, a broad wing are there ; 
'Tis the Eagle-— the Gray Forest Eagle-— once more 
He sweeps to his eyrie : his journey is o'er ! 

Time whirls round his circle, his years roll away. 
But the Gray Forest Eagle minds little his sway ; 
The child spurns its buds lor Youth's thom-hidden bloom, 
Seeks Manhood's bright phantoms, finds Age and a tomb ; 
But the Eagle's eye dims not, his wing is unbow'd. 
Still drinks he the sunshine, still scales he the cloud t 

The green tiny pine-shrub points up from the moss, 
The wren's foot would cover it, tripping across ; 
The beech-nut, down dropping, would crush it beneath. 
But 'tis warm'd with heaven's sunshine, and fann'd by its 

breath ; 
The seasons fly past it, its head is on high, 
Its thick branches challenge each mood of the sky ; 
On its rough bark the moss a green mantle creates, 
1 
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And the deer from his antlers the velvet^wn grates ; 

Time- withers its roots, it lifts sadly in air 

A trunk dry and wasted, a top jagg'd and bare. 

Till it' rocks in the soft breeze, and crashes to earth, 

Its brown fragments strewing the place of its birth. 

The Eagle has seen it up-struggling to sight, 

He has seen it defying the storm in its might. 

Then prostrate, soil-blended, with plants sprouting o'er. 

But the Gray Forest Eagle is still as of yore. 

His flaming eye dims not, his wing is unbow'd. 

Still drinks he the sunshine, still scales he the cloud ! 

He has seen from his eyirie the forest below 
In bud and in leaf, robed with crimson and snow. 
The- thickets,\ deep wolf-lairs, the high crag his throne. 
And the shriek of the panther has answer'd his own« 
He has seen the wild red man the lord of the shades, 
And the smokes of his wigwams curl'd thick in the glades ; 
He has seen the proud forest melt, breath-like, away. 
And the breast of the earth lying bare to the day ; 
Ho sees the green meadow-grass hiding the lair. 
And his crag-throne spread naked to sun and to air ; 
And his shriek is now answer'd, while sweeping along. 
By the low of the herd and the husbandman's song ; 
He has seen the wild red man swept off by his foes, 
And he sees dome and roof where those smokes once arose ; 
But his flaming eye dims not, his wing is unbowed, 
Still drinks he the sunshine, still scales he the cloud ! 

An emblem of Freedom, stem, haughty, and high, 
Is the Gray Forest Ei^le, that king of the sky ! 
It scorns the bright scenes, the gay places of earths 
ca 
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By the xnoimtain and tomnt it springs into birth ; 
There rock'd by the wild wind, baptized in the foam. 
It is guarded and cheri^'d, and there is its home! 
When its sliadow steals black o'er the empires of kings, 
Deep terror, deep heart-shaking terror it brings ; 
Where wicked oppression is ann'd for the weak, 
There rustles its pinion, there echoes its shriek ; 
Its eye flames with vengeance, it sweeps on its way, 
And its talons are bathed in the blood of its prey. 

Oh, that Eagle of Freedom ! when cloud upon cloud 
Swathed the sky of my own native land with a shroud. 
When lightnings gleam'd fiercely, and thunder-bolts rang. 
How proud to the tempest those pinions were flung ! 
Though the wild blast of battle rush'd fierce through the air 
With darkness and dread, still the Eagle was there ; 
Unquailing, still speeding, his swift flight was on, 
Till the rainbow of Peace crown'd the victory won. 

Oh, that Eagle of FreedcMn f age dims not his eye. 
He has seen Elarth's mortality spring, bloom, and die I 
He has seen the strong naticMis rise, flourish and fall, 
He mocks at time's changes, he triumphs o'er all ; 
He has seen our own land with wild forests o'erspread^ 
He sees it with sunshine and joy on its head ; 
And his presence will bless this his own chosen climsi 
Till the Archangel's fiat is set upon Time. 
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ONNEKO. 

SpRma in the wilds ! its crimson gems 

The gorgeous maple wore ; 
Rich satin tipp'd the beeehen stems. 

The birch was tassell'd o'er. 
The wind-flower, first the blue-bird sees 
When first he fiits through budding trees, 

In myriads trembled round ; 
Soil from the south the. air-breaths blew, 
Whilst every glowing sunbeam drew 

A violet from the ground. 

The long rich rays of sunset fell 

Athwart the forest air. 
And lit, within a swampy dell, 

A form reclining there. 
The scalp-lock o'er the brow — ^the cheeks 
Fierce blazon'd with the war-paint's streaks, 

'[Hie eye still keen and bold. 
The totem on the skin impressed, 
The wolf-robe twined below the breast, 

The Indian warrior told. • 
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One hand still graspM the tomahawk, 

A broken gun was near. 
The last leaf of a wither'd stalk. 

He came to perish here. 
The thresher, in the topmost tree 
Whistled its varied harmony, 

The red-bird, fluttering by, 
Seem'd showering fire-sparks from its wings, 
But naught to him these sounds and things. 

His hour was oome to die. 

He mark'd the sunset radiance pour 

Upon the field of fray, 
Where, strewn like autumn leaves, in gore 

His faithful warriors lay ; 
There, knife to bayonet, gun to gun, 
Their blood in mingled streams had run, 

Still with their latest breath 
Around their chieftain they had fought, 
Yielding in' stem despair to naught 

But rapid slaughtering death. 

And as he watch'd the gdd and red 

Along the western sky, 
The vision'd future pictured spread 

To his prophetic eye. 
Scattered and lost his race were driven, 
Outcasts of earth and cursed by heaven, 

With none to heed or save. 
From scenes where once their fathers reignM, 
To seek the refuge that remained 
• In far Pacific's wave. 
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The eve had deepened into night, 

The spfcnglii^ star-gems now 
Clustered around the moon, that bright 

Unveil 'd her silver brow; 
His wing'd thoughts sought the spot where free 
And peacefully, and happily, 

He lived till white men came, 
And tnmM, in- midnight's stormiest^ gloom^ 
Where late, were joy, and life, and bldooi. 

To strife, and death, and flame. 

Oh brigldly rose that fancied* scene 

Before the man of wo ! 
The waving forest's leafy screen-— 

The village roo& below ; 
The purple of the circling hills. 
The diamond lake, the sparkling rills 

That vein'd the mountiUn side, 
The dance, the chase, the fleet canoe, 
His simple pomp, his warriors true, 

EUs parents, and his bride. 

But now a pall-like cloud was hung 

Around the blaeken'd air, 
And like a fiend ^e Tempest sprung 

From his sulphureous lair ; 
In the fierce blast the pine-tree wriliied, 
Darted the lightning fiery scythed. 

The deafening thunder roar'd, 
Roused from his den, the panther's shriek 
Rung sharp, and clear, while from his peak 

The frighted eagle soar'd. 
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Madd'ningy as wilder raged the nq;ht, 

Thougiit burst its faint control, 
Th«i swept the phantoms of the fight. 

Across the Sachem's soul ; 
Qnoe more he whirl'd his hatchet highy 
Once more he whoc^'d his battle-cry. 

As, staggering mid his foes 
Plume, knife, and bosom raining Mood, 
He for an instant sternly stood 

And sunk beneath their blows. 

Just then, broad, bright, and blinding, flash'd 

The lightning o'er the gloom, 
And down, bare, scorch'd, and splinter'd, dash'd 

A cedar's kingly plume ; 
The cloud, the earth, the trunks, the spraysi 
Within that blue and sheeted blaze, 

Leap'd startling into light: 
It pass'd — but in that fiery car. 
The Sachem's soul had swept afar 

In its retumless flight. 

The frequent gleams of sunny gold. 

The pleasant showers of rain, 
And wannth pervading Nature, told 

That spring had come again ; 
The leaf-buds sweli'd upon the bough, 
A soft mist clothed the mountain's brow, 

And sweetly from the hill 
The bird's rejoicing carol blent 
With flute-like, murmuring voices sent 

From many a snow-born rilL 
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In a wild lurking gorge that wound 

Amid the mountain shade. 
Lost in the mazes of their ground, 

A group of hunters stray'd ; 
The weighty rifle, pouch, and horn. 
Alike by. youth and age were home, 

For toil their limbs had strung ; 
And woods, whose years were centuries. 
Had melted like the passing breeze, 

Where'er their axes rung. 

Oft did they seek that passage dark 

To pierce with practised sight, 
Oft scan the moss upon the bark 

To guide their footsteps right ; 
From the dead leaves young grass-blades peer'd. 
Its downy curl the fern uprearM, 

Fresh fringe the hemlock show'd, 
The blossom'd shadbush crouching low. 
Scattered its frequent patch of snow 

Along their tangled road. 
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Fnmi the twined root the partridge whirr'd. 

The striped snake sought its den. 
Shrill chirpM the squirrel, as were heard 

Strange voices in the glen ; 
Filling the woods with fleeting roar 
The startled pigeon flock whizz'd o'er, 

The robin call'd in fright; 
And once the branches near them crash'd. 
And the fierce wild-cat screaming dash'd 

Before in leaping flight. 
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At length the misty atmosphere 

Breathed pestilent and damp, 
And laurels olustering thiok and drear, 

Proclaim'd die sanken swamp ; 
Black stra^ling trees, with long gray moss 
And rotting bark, like ghosts across 

The waste, their branches spread, 
A melancholy stillness reign'd 
Around, as if there naught remainM 

But relics of the dead. 

A thicket, denser than the rest, 

Along their wayside grew, 
They plunge within its net-like breast— 

Ha ! what is that they view ? 
There lay a grinning skeleton. 
Where scarce could pierce the summer sun 

Or blow the summer air ; 
Some helpless dweller of the woods 
Starving, amidst these solitudes 

Had doubtless perish'd there. 

The creej^ng giound-pine twined about 

Each shrunk and fleshless limb. 
And the white wind-flower look'd from out 

The sockets black and grim ; 
Half hidden in the foliage round, 
With which spring clothes the forest ground 

In blossom, . lea^ and stalk, 
ReddenM with rust, there lay upon 
The moss, the fragment of a gun. 

And dinted tomahawk. 
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One ^wilk white hniVf die& kaeeHxig bw 

The toBiaJiawk swept hmnBy 
And fead the letters << Qimeko" 

In rude markM tiaoes there ; - 
llie memory .of a forest Kmg 
Was brought on Thought's Tecuffring wing. 

From twilight of the past. 
Who 4KSonuDg fiereQ to bend the knee, 
For Teogeance and for liberty 

Long «tro7e^ but foil at last. 

The old man told his story tii^ 

How in a distant' wood • 
Embosomed 'in a pleasant glen 

An Indian viili^ stood. 
There was the lake, whose blue expanse 
Pictured the council, and the daneo— 

The pliogue's simple sait-*— 
And war-post, ^here for Onndco • ' 
A hundred wanrio]*s struck &e blow. 

And rushM upbn the tra&. 

Then, how the white men sought the lake. 

Like vuhures for Cheir prey, 
With craft and worthless toys to take 

^Those hunting grounds a^ay ; 
How baffled — one wild night of dread, 
Hie black sky gleahi'd with lurid red 

' From burning roofe, and loud 
The Sachem heard the musket crash. 
And saw the blood-stainM bayonet flai^. 
From out the sulphurous shroud. 



®== 



■ H M » 



vtaam 



Then km 4m» amottldMiBg hMups wnag 

That pro ph w i ed fak fiHc^ 
Tbe mftddenM chief Ms <l— th.wng mmg^ 

And «w«re etenud hile $ 
In wolf-ttod swmoofSf aad mountauMi vheM 
The fainking pttsther nad* his kuv 

The noble savage fought ; 
There, oft hW war-whoop staitling lon^ 
Till bonke down by unniimher'd feee^ 

He died the death he foi^fak 

Then through the lietfaing gioap, a grief 

Weighty and deep was spread. 
They with one impnke faised the ohief 

From that dani|i thicket's bed. 
They delved a giave withia the sod^ 
While to the Indian's Christian's Qod» 

The old man poured his prayer. 
Beneath a hattilodk's mournftil shade^ 
The rolios of the Sacbeai laid» 

And left Imbi resting them* 



A FOICBST NOOK. 

A NOOK within the fi>iest ; overhead 

The branches arch; and A$^ a pleasant bower, 

Breaking white cloud, blue sl^, and sunshine fav^ht, 

Into pure ivory and 8ap|>hire spots, 

And flecks of gold | a soft cool einerald tint 
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Colors the bit, n$ thoof^ tte Mioi^ Immea 
Emitted self-born lighU Wh«t tpleadid 'wmlhi 
And what li gorgeous ropf carved by the hmaA 
Of g}oriouB Nature^ Hfena ih0 spruce thrusts in 
Its briBtHag jdiune, tipp'd with its pale-^reen poiits ^ 
The scallop'd beeeh leaf, and the feiFcb^s 6tft 
kilo fine ragged edges, interlaoe. 
While here aad theie^ throiigh cleAe, the laurdl U6m 
Its snowy chaHoes half^briaun'd with dew. 
As though to heard it for the hauming eUmm 
The xnponlight calls to this their fhstal hall. 
A thtdt, rich, grassy carpet dothes the eafth, 
Sprinkled with autumn leaves* The fern ^SspUfu 
Its fluted wreath beaded beneath widi dfi^- 
Of richest brown ; the wild-iose spteads its brea«l 
Of delicate pink^ and the o'erhangh^ fir 
Has dropp'd its dark, kmg cone. 

The scorching giaiie 
Without, tm^eur this gMen nest a gimteftil hauat 
Per summer's tadiant thingr; tiie butterfly 
Fluttering within and resting on some flower, 
Pans his rich veiret form ; the trsiUng hee 
Shoots by, with sounding huin and mist-lika ^P^tngs $ 
The robin perches on the bending spray 
With shrill, quick chirp ; and like a flake of #vb 
The redbird seeks the dieker cf the leaves. 
And now and then a flutter overhead 
In ^e thick green, heittlkys some" wandering wkig 
Cottihig and going, yet cooeeid'd from stght. 
A shrill, loud oulcry— on yiott highest bough - 
Sits the gray squirrel, in his burlesque wirith 
Stamping-and cheMering fieroely : now he dityps 
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A iKwrded nut, tli«ii at njr waaiing gaie 

Buries hioMlf withia Hie foliage. 

The inseot tribe are have ; the aat toils od 

With its white bimhen ; ia it^ netted web 

Gcaj glisteniDg o'er the bush^ . the sjMder liirio^ 

A close^rouch'd ball, outsailing as a hum . 

TeHs its traj^'d prey, and looping quick its thieadsy 

CSiains into helplessness the buzcing wings. 

The wood-tiok taps its tiny mnffled dnun 

To the shrill criokeUfife, and swelling loud. 

The grasshopper its swelling bugle winds. 

Those breaths of Nature, the light fluttering airs 

Like gende re^iitettons,. oome and go, 

Lift on its crimson stem the maple leaf, 

Di^laying its white lining underneath, 

And sprinkle from the tree-tops .g^den rain 

Of sunshine on the velvet sward below. 

Such nooks as this are ccmmion in the woods : 

And all tb^ee sights and sounds the oommeneet 

la Nature when she wears her summer prioe. 

Yet by ihiem pass not lightly : to the wise 

They tell the bcsauty and the harmony . > 

Of e'en, the lowliest things that God hath made. 

That His familiar earth and sky are full 

Of His inefiable power and majesty. - 

That in the humble objects, seen too oft 

To be r^arded, is such wondrons grace, 

The art of man is vain to imitate. 

That the low flower our oarelei^ foot treads down ^ 

Is a rich shrine of incense ^^licate. 

And radiant beauty, and that God hath foinn'd . 

Allf fiem tl» oloud^wreath'd mountain, to the. gimia 
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Of silver sandite boMilitaig c^nag oatii iqp» 
With dee|>6St ferathougiil ttni savennst can. 
And tkwB "di^M nMetess, lo^^ thfags Me tffm 
Of his perfeodoa and dhrinity. 






BUNKER HILL. 

Tkb ^ere of a deatMestf day 

Had gaftheir'd ^'er t^ land. 
And the dear moon oaait her aikfierjr ray 

On banner, pIwiM^ 8||d hrand ; 
Ranks of the bold and fi'ee 

Were rall^rti^ thieidy rooiid, 
With the stem watdiwovd, ** Uheity f* 

To drum and trumpet sound. 
The %unter left his deer.txod htU, 
The hftmlef 8 bosy voice waa aill, 
The bark lay idly by the shore, 
The oity's hum aroee no nore^^ 
And wild birds in die thiokets mmg 
Where late the wo6diaan*i hatehet rasg. 
All came to swell the ^triot rank3<^ * 

Men who to man, ne'er bow'd the fcaeei 

Like mountain-torveAts, wild aadfiree. 
Fierce banting from their banks.' 



Mom breaks. On yon eoibalded Mght, > 
What form fiends tow^rmg tki the air-** 
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Holding an MBgrn^ htomi mod blight. 

O'er Ike onidl band oolbetod dieie ? 
And w1m)66 tkftt banoer o'er be? smeimng) 
In striped and starry blaaoa.i^eaiiiuig 1 
And whose that eagle at her side, 
With an^hing neck and glance of pride t 
American ! 'tis Freedom's form ! 
Does not thy lile*blood kindle warm ? 
And thine that standard waving high— 
And thine that eagle pluming by. 
With blast of trump, and roll of drum, 
Near, and more near the foeme* omom I 
Think, sire ! thy helpless eUHdreo throw 
Their arms for suceor rpund thoe now ! 
Think, son ! thy ago-worn parents feel 
Their fireside hopes are oa thy ste^ 1 
And, most oi all, oh, think tha^ ye 
Defttid a naticm's liberty I * 




Have we not seen, along the Ay,. * . 

The tempest rear its sulphury erssl^ 
Till, fold on fold, in blaclo^ dy«. 

It gathers ronnd some mountain'fei breaift.? 
As rush -and bland those sable palls, . 
Below a solemn stillness lalls— 
Till flashing l%hlnings cut the air, 
And buretiag tl^unders rattle there. 
Wh^t though beneatb the splintering shock. 
Topples &e cliff and rolls the iK>ok — 
What though before the rushing blast. 
Tall pin^ like weeds, to earth are cast. 
And the strong rains the streamlets lash, 
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.Tilli feamiiig' tonenlB^ on 'they dtjrii ; 
Still finu the mountidin rears it9 haa 
And frowns ddfianoe to tke sform. ' 

Thus camey thus rtish'd Op^iressiosfs mighty 
And thus the fmt maoitain'd the fight* 

Smoke yeils the view— «*btu flai^ oa fiai^ 
And roar on yoaiy a«d enuah on crash, 
And grofl^Ek and shriek, -und ^oitt and yell,' 
The fHK^ress ef the combat, tell. 
Fjtfuily through the Itirid hase,- 
%oots fierce and red the cannon's blaze» 
And glance, like sparklea on s, sti'eam, 
Glitter ci swoid, 'and Jbayoaet's glewn. 
It lifts^-wild^ scene of rushing files^ 
And drc^yping forms, and thiokenii:^. piles. 
Bnt^ on yoa earthen mounds, behdid I 
That starry flag is ^till unrolFd, 
T)he9e, side by ^de the patriots stand. 
The bulwark oi their iMilive land. 
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^ul.wtiat huge shape, is in thfe sky, 
Seconingt. a»<£rom a hurnkig b^r 
Slowly emetging ? ^very eye * 

For one brief instant fastens thdre* 
ts it some i&xm the Wiu'.Fiesd takes, 
To .triun^ o'er the soene he makes f. 
That ruddy flush-— <that darting'- 8ti«iak«— 
His helm and spear, might well bespeak ; 
But' deeper frowns the murky , cloud, 
Brightens the radiaoce in its shroud, 
Till city i^ire— rrembattled height. 
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And MdUy^ok'd bttjr aie bMMsed wM I^Ul. 
'Tis flasM ! 'tis flnwl fipon roolb l«te ^mM 
O'er houMboM gioap* of biMt ooatMU 
Where htiffff haftits wen iranit lo beat, 
Wkk «U that made eaMb inij wreel^ 
Where are those groupe? On yon wali'd brow. 
Stem giawhond gntope Ms weapons now I 
Tlie kaiy wood—tfae grasiar teid-^ 
To a|re and ohildkoed shelter yiM ; • 
Where the coatont I firona every fa e e as t , ■ 
Yengeanoe has chased theheavs^ly g^estt 



In straggliBg massss— «p the hill, 

On dM steep glaois, sosrch^d and ploiighM« 
Beneath the loitering ramparts, still 

The eager hosts of England eiowd. 
Twice had they faarlM, wkh warrior snigH 
On Freedom's ranks, the deadly figlM, 
And twice, upon their corpse-strewn track, 
By Freedom's sons, heen beaten haek. 
But see ! they rally now— the air 
Gleams with the ba3roasts bristling there. 
They oome! tlwy oene! BtHirwheaitsI who stay'd 
That serried torrent nadismajr'd, 

When fiercer in its lew, 
By all the dearest ties of eartb— 
By an the holiest r^hts of birth, 

Sink ast beneath it now. 
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Onoe more f once more ! ye ^ried and trae ! 
Bear up, for Freedom strives ^^th ycm-«- 
Yovr banner waves beibfe your syst 
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.Tour guardian Bagle lio^ers' iiigli. 

By evofy blow a right is freed, 

On every effort glory's meed f ' ' 

■ba ( Warren falls I but waver not— ^ 
Pour in your last, your deadliest shot ! 

Now, like a lion, deadi-beeet, - 

f And drenchM with blood, unconquer'd yet—- 
With ' bristling mane, and folHng eye — 
Too wekk to rush — ^too proud to fly — 
Scowling more grim, a« hasten foes, - 

Growling more fierce, as thicken blowe-p* 
Till, with a roar of deep despair, ' 
^e staggers feebly to his lair : 
Grasp, grasp again, ye little 1>and ! 

' Eaoh weapon with determined hand ; 
Though every limb is feint with toil, 
And every vein has stain'd the soil, . 
With your clenchM muskets, strike once more! 
One crushing blow ! — 'tis o'er ! — 'tis o'er I — 
And shouting as they slowly flee, 

They leave the humbled king his useless victory. 
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THE LOVERS' "VTALK. 

A jxAXtLow valley, wall'd by mountains^— 
A' winding river 'gliding through, 

Lu<Bidas though its diver fountains 
Were bom frran, and weve M- by dew««— 
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Here, aprMMb fit laimr to the d»f » 

Rcmiid thiokeUdee with painted eiode, 
To which, the cnuie, qm watoh Sow pvejr, - 

Wades, and with aeck lew arohing fltanda. 
Tbeie the thiek aMey^hraneheii weav* 

A Terdant net beside, across, 
So dense and dark ae scarce to lea^ 
. Gliaopse of the water's sliding ^est* 
Along^ are scatter'd «riUow<^n>ttps» 

Their* yellow sprays the svr&ce tipping. 
And, roots half loose, half clinging, stoops 

The elm, its slant boughs deeply dipping. 
Making the stream with bubbles wrolh. 

That, wheeling into eoTBits deep, 
Mingle to dumps of snowy froth, 

Whence, flaken detaoh'd, slow making, oreep : 
The forest, in tall eolunm'd ranks, 
Forming mass'd backgrounds to the bai|ks» 

The beamless snn enlarges now, 

Upon the western mountain's brow ; 

His orb is broken into gems 

Red twinkling through the leaves and stems; 

Viewing the quiet loveliness, 

Two figures seek the .river's side, 
One with blue eye and auburn tress, 

And (me in manhood's strength and pride. 
Arm lock'd in arm, they roam along, 
Nov Ust^aadng to the thrasher's sengy 
Now watching whem some straggling ray 
Touches of light casts round their wsfy .; 
IjOvo ooloiiog all things with its glow» 
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Bl^uUng iSmr lM»ft8 in one »wib^ Sow 
Of naasic, lengdiettiiig to tbeir gaxe) 
A .fiiture (^ sweet happy days ; 
Lijce- some hit landsoape ihat we see^ 
Soft tiotod iato hanncmyi 
Stretching sway, and melting bfigfaEt 
Within a blaze of goMe^ light* 

Vincent, the lily's pa^pie gem* 
Gathers from lis kog spotted Mevif 

Tq wreath in Ellen's glossy hair^ 
Or points^ where on the weslefii base 
Tbe^ times seem fusing in a hlaoe ^ 

Like gold^^dust fifiarkling .through the air. 

Wild is thQir walk ; the stream, beyond 
Spreads, to a broad and mirror'd pond ; 
The moskrat, at the comittg hey 

'His burrow seeks with sj^askliig leap, 
His pat}iway, throu|^ the oaa» below, 

Shown hy a line upon the deep : 
The otter dart% in^baokward riide^ 
'Down the -steep gravelly water^side : 
From yon deep nook, wheie boughs o'erlean, 
And melts .the light in golden g^reen. 
The duck, her yellow brood, leads out, 
0ippiDg their tiny bills about, 
At the quiek watfaispider's bound, 
And th^ gray gnat-swanns dancing lonad. 

The river then, through pine-trees tall, 
Le^da tQ a wiile-sia^^ead pla«id dteel . 
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Dome sprinkled, with a low broad Ml, 

The tififlid beaTOF'e wild retreat. 
Here, on the baidcs> the sapliog gnawing, 
There, for the dam the bnuicbes (kawing. 
Now peering from their huts of olaj. 
Now sporting on their liquid way, 
The tenants of the little lake,r 

Each in its sphere of bustling strife, 
This lonely e^ ef Nature make 
A raimie soene of human life. 
Bat as stiange footsteps press iha brink, 
Dark heads within each hovel shrink, 
Shapes swiftly glide from tree and boi^h, 
Quick plunges ring the basin's brow, 
And, o'er the water and the wood. 
Silence sleeps deep with solitude. 

Homeward they turn— 'green roo£i o'eriiead, 
And eluster'd tickets round them' a^^^ad ; 
With wide expended feet like wingii, 

The flyiag squirrel shoota his way. 
And grating on its tiny strii^, 

The crioket shrHle its evening lay. 
The wlietsaw sounds its musip near, ' 
Tinkling Hke alver sweet and dear. 
But now dieir quieken'd i^yotsteps beat - 
The hamlet's wide and* straggling mt^et ; 
The west with second pomp is bright, • 

'niiough in the ea^ the dusk is thickening, 
^Twilight's first star breaks f6rth in white, 

Into* night's gold each moment quickening, 
The r^ideeVed boatrafkn, to the shore, 
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Fastens with withes his long batfceau ; 
On slant-roof'd stoop-— by half-swung door, 

Matron and sire enjoy the glow 
Glancing from off the looks that Day 
Turns back upon his downward way. 
With shoulder'd axe, and greeting speech, 

The woodsman saunters from the hill, 
And from the grainfield's nodding reach 

The reaper comes with whistle shrill. 
And soon, each pointed pane shows bri^t 
That household stax^-^e candle-light. 



THE WILLEWEMOO IN STJMMER. 

Bttbbling within some basin green 

So fringed with fern, the woodcock's bill 
Scarce penetrates the leafy screen. 

Leaps into life, the infant rill. 
Oozing along, a winding streak. 
O'er moss and grass, it whispers meek. 
Then swelling o'er some barrier root 
The tiny ripples onward shoot. 
Then the clear sparkling waters spread 
And deepen down their sloping bed, 
Until a streamlet bright and strong. 
The Willewemoc glides along, / 

Through its wild forest depths, to bear 
Its homage to the Delaware. 
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Now pe1»bly shallows, where the deer 

Just bathes his crossing hoof, and now 
Broad hollowM creeks that, deep and clear, 

Would whelm him to his antler'd brow* 
Here, the smooth silver sleeps so still, 
The ear might catch the faintest trill ; 
The bee's low hum — ^the whirr of wings. 
And the sweet songs of grass-hid things* 
There, dashing by, in booming shocks, 

So loud their wrath the waters wreak, 
Mid floating trees and scatter'd rocks. 

They drown the fierce gray eagle's shriek. 
Here, the slight cowslip from the moss 
In ripples breaks the amber gloss, 
There, the whirl'd spray showers upward fly 
To the slant firs crag-rooted high. 

Blue sky, pearl x^loud,. and golden beam 

Beguile my steps this summer day. 
Beside the lone and lovely stream. 

And mid its sylvan scenes to stray : 
The moss, too delicate and sofl 
To bear the tripping bird aloft, 
Slopes its green velvet to the sedge, 
Tufting the mirror'd water's edge, 
Where the slow eddies wrinkling creep "" 
Mid swaying grass in stillness deep : 
The sweet wind scarce has breath to turn 

The edges of the leaves, or stir 

The fragile, wreath of gossamer 
Embroider'd on yon clump of fern. 
The stream incessant greets my ear 
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In hollow dashings— full round tonesh- > 
Purling mid alder branches here, 

There gurgling o'er the tinkling stones ; 
The rumble of the waterfall, 
Majestic sounding over all. 

Before me spreads the shelter'd pool, 

Pictured with tree^hapes black and cool ; 

Here the roof 'd water seems to be 

A solid mass of ebony : 

There the lit surface glances bright 

In dazzling gleams of -spangled light ; 

Now the quick darting waterfly 

Ploughs its light furrow, skimming by, 

While circling o'er in mazy rings, 

The chirping swallow dips his wings ; 

Relieved against yon sunny glare 

The gnat-swarms, dust-like, speck the air ; 

From yon deep cove where lily-gems 

Are floating by their silken stems, 

Out glides the dipping duck to seek. 

The narrow windings of the oreek, 

The glitterings of his purple back 

Disclosing far his sinuous track ; 

Now sliding down yon grassy brink 

I see the otter plunge and ^ink. 

Yon bubbling streak betrays his rise. 

And through the furrowing^ sheet he plies. 

The aspen shakes, the hemlock hums — 
Damp with the shower the west wind comes ; 
Rustling in heaps the quivering grass, 
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It dark'ning dots the sUreamlat's glaaiy 

And rises with the heimld-breeae 

The cloiid's dark umber o'er the trees ; 

A veil of gauze-like mist it flings. 

Dimples the stream with transient rings. 

And soon beneath this tent-like tree 

The swift bright glandng streaks I see, 

And hear around in murmuring strain 

The gentle music of the rain. 

Then bursts the sunshine warm and gay. 

The misty curtain melts away, ^' 

The cloud in fragments breaks, and through 

Trembles in spots the smiling blue ; 

A fresh, damp sweetness fills the scene, 

From dripping leaf and moisten'd earth, 
The odor of the winter-green 

Floats on the airs that now have birth ; 
Plashes and air-bells all about, 
Proclaim the gambols of the trout. 
And calling bush and answering tree 
Echo with woodland melody. 
Now the piled west in pomp displays 

The radiant forms that sunset weaves. 
And slanting lines of golden haze 

Are streaming through the sparkling leaves. 
A clear, sweet, joyous strain is heard— 
It is the minstrel mocking-bird. 
The strain of every songster floats 
Within his rich and splendid notes ; 
The blue-bird's warble brief and shrill. 
The wailing of the whippoorwill. 
The robin's call-<^the jay's harsh screech, 
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HiB own sweet muflic heanl through each; 
His three-toned anthem now he singS) 
Liquid and low and soft it rings, 
Then rising with a swell more clear, 
It melts iq)on the bending ear, 
Till with a piercing flourished flight, 
He bids the darkening scene good-night* 



THE CALUCOON IN AUTUMN. 

Fab in the forest's heart, unknown, 

Except to sun and breeze, 
Where solitude her dreaming throne 

Has held for centuries ; 
Chronicled by die rings and moss 
That tell the flight of years across 
The seam'd. and column'd trees, 
This lovely streamlet glides along 
With tribute of eternal song ! 
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Now, stealing through its thickets deep 

In which the wood-duck hides, 
Now, picturing in its basin sleep 

Its green pool-hoUow'd sides. 
Here, through the pebbles slow it creeps, 
There, mid some wild abyss it sweeps, 

And foaming, hoarsely chides ; 
Then slides so still, its gentle swell 
Scarce ripples round the lily's bell. 
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Nfttnre, in her aatamnal dreos 
« Magnificent and gay, 
Displays her hrightest lovelinessy 

Though nearest her decay ; 
The sky is spread in silvery sheen, 
With breaks of tenderest blue between, 

Tlirough which the timid ray 
Struggles in faintest, meekest glow, 
And rests in dreamy hues below. 

The south-west airs of laden'd balm 

Come breathing sweetly by, 
And wake, amid the forest's calm. 

One quick and shivering sigh, 
Shaking, but dimpling not the glass 
Of this smooth streamlet, as they 

They scarcely wheel on high 
The thistle's downy, silver star. 
To waft its pendent seed afar/ 

Sleep-like the silence, by the lapse 

Of waters only broke, 
And the woodpecker's fitful taps 

Upon the hollow oak ; 
And, mingling with the insect hum, 
The beatings of the partridge drum. 

With now and then a croak 
As, on his flapping wing, the crow 
O'er passes, heavily and riow. 

A foliage world of glittering dyes 
Gleams brightly on the air. 
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As though a thousand sunset skies, 
With rainbows^ blended there ; 

Each leaf an opal, and each tree 

A bower of varied brilliancy, 
And all one general glare 

Of glory, that overwhelms the sight 

With dazding and unequall'd light. 

Rich gold with gorgeous crimson, here. 

The birch and maple twine, 
The beech its orange mingles near 

With emerald of the jHne ; 
And e'en the humble bush and herb 
Are glowing with those tints superb^ 

As though a scatter'd ndne 
Of gems, upon the earth were strown. 
Flashing with radiance, each its own. 

All steep'd in that delicious charm 

Peculiar to our land, 
That comes, ere Winter's frosty arm 

Knits Nature's icy band ; 
The purple, rich, and glimmering smoke, 
That forms the Indian Summer's cloak. 

When, by soft breezes fann'd. 
For a few precious days he broods 
Amidst the gladden'd fields and woods. 

The squirrel chatters merrily, 
The nut falls ripe and brown. 

And, gem-like, from the jewell'd tree 
The leaf comes fluttering down ; 



0= 



=® 



(66) 

Aad restless in his plumage gay, 

From bush to bush loud screams the jay, 

And on the hemlock's crown 
The sentry pigeon guards from foes 
The flock that dots the neighboring boughs. 

See ! aa this edge of forest lawn, 
Where sleeps the clouded beam, 

A doe has led her spotted fawn 
To gambol by the stream ; 

Beside yon mullein's braided stalk 

They hear the gurgling voices talk. 
While, like a wandering gleam, 

The yellow. tard dives here and there, 

A feather'd vessel of the air. 

On, through the rampart walls of rock, 

The waters pitch in white. 
And higbi in mist, the cedars lock 

Their boughs, half lost to sight 
Above the whirling gulf— the dash 
Of frenzied floods, that vainly lash 

Their limits in their flight. 
Whose roar the eagle, from his peak. 
Responds to with his angriest shriek. 

Stream of the wilds ! the Indian here. 

Free as thy chainless flow. 
Has bent against thy depths his spear, 

And in thy woods his bow ; 
The beaver built his dome — ^but they, 
The memories of an earlier day, 
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lAkiB tiK)se dead trunks, that show 
What onoe were mighty pines — ^have fled 
With Time's unceasing, rapid tread. 
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THE HTTJi HOLLOW. 

A HOLLOW in the hills. Spring's melted snows 
And many rain-showers swell'd the tiny brook. 
Until it dash'd a torrent, scooping out 
A channel, as it tore upon its way. 
But now, the slender springlet trickles on' 
Purling and murmuring with so low a voice 
The whizzing of yon humming-bird's swift wings, 
Spanning gray glimmering circles round its shape. 
Is heard above the prattle. Green and sweet 
And quiet is the hollow. From the road 
Furrow'd with wheels, and beaten hard with feet, 
A few short steps will place you in the depth 
Of this soft lap of Nature. When the sun 
Quivers upon tiie dust, and on the brow 
Bums hot and fierce, and short the panting breath. 
With what refreshing coolness does the air 
Moisten your lips, and glide. around your limbs. 
Strengthening again to vigor! High o'erhead 
The yellow bank, scraped by the rushing £kx)d. 
Dangling with threads of roots, with here and there 
The twisted feet of clinging firs, like veins 
Bare, bulging from the earth, and bedded stones. 
And crown'd with ranks of tall majestic trees, 
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Casts a black massive shadow half aeroas. 
The short thick emerald grass slopes c^ppodte 
In a tall graceful curve to where the rill 
Glides in its sparkling dance, with castanets 
Made by the pebble tricklings. 

August noon 
Brightens the blue, and sunshine bathes with gold 
The slope before me. In the faint light airs 
The aspen shakes with laughter, but the pine 
Scarce moves a tassel, and the maple turns 
The pale green backs of its broad scallop'd leaves 
Lazily over. All around I scent 
The breath of ripening things — ^the cluster'd grape^- 
The apple of the thorn — ^the mandrake's fruit 
Looking like lemons on each side its stem, 
And the low everlasting's fragrance rich, 
O'erpowering all, when near its satin leaves. 
The mullein's pillar, tipp'd with golden flowers 
Slim rises upward, and yon yellow-bird 
Shoots to its top : a crested jay has made 
That jointed rush a pedestal, and couch'd 
Within this thistle's tuft are three bright bees. 
A fox's den gapes, shelving, by yon root. 
Thick cluster'd o'er with shrubs ; and this light track 
Tells where the kine come winding down to drink. 
Lovely the scene, yet is it but a line 
In Nature's glorious volume free to all 
Who seek to read it; strange that men will not, 
When its bright leaves are scatter'd round their path. 
Like many a blessing also, is the scene, 
Lurking beside the track on which we move 
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In all our dim pursuits; and only hid 
By some slight veiling screen of circumstance, 
Because we lack the knowledge, or are loth 
To make the effi>rt that would gain the prize. 
Knowledge will come with seeking : circumstance 
Will fall before the effort, and the cool 
Green beauty of the blessing, when the brow 
Burns with the feverish strugglings of the world. 
And heart and limb are weary in the fight 
The wolfish fight of man with fellow-man 
For gold and for ambition, will be ours. 



MIDSUMMER. 

An August day ! a dreamy haze 

Films air, and mingles with the skies, 
Sweetly the rich dark sunshine plays. 

Bronzing each object where it lies. 
Outlines are melted in the gauze 

That Nature veils ; the fitful breeze 
From the thick pine, low murmuring draws ; 

Then dies in fiutterings midst the trees. 
The bee is slumbering in the thistle. 
And, now and then, a broken whistle 
A tread — a hum — a tap— is heard 

Through the dry leaves, in grass and busl), 
As insect, animal, and bird 

Rouse, brief from their lethargic hush* 
Then, e'en these pleasant sounds would cease, 
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And a dead stillness all things lock. 

The aspen seem like sculptured rock, 

And not a tassel-thread be shaken 

The monarch-pine's deep trance to waken. 
And Nature settle prone in drowsy peace.* 
The misty blue— the distant masses, 

The air, in woven purple glimmering, 
The shiver transi^itly that passes 
Over the leaves, as though each tree 

Gave one brief sigh — ^the slumberous shimmering 

Of the red light — ^invested seem 

With some sweet charm, that sofl, serene, 
Mellows the gold — ^the blue— the green 
Into mild tempered harmony. 

And melts the sounds that intervene, 

As scarce to break the quiet, till we deem 
Nature herself transform'd to that of Fancy's dream. 



OSCEOLA. 



PART I. 



The rich blue sky b o'er, 

Around are the tall green trees, 
And the jessamine's breath from the everglade 

Is borne on the wandering breeze. 
On the mingled grass and flowers 

Is a fierce and threat'ning form^ 
That looks like an eagle when pluming his wing 

To brieve the gathering storm. 
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His rifle within his grasp-^ 

The bright plume o'er his heaci— 
His features are clothed with a warrior's pridey 

And he moves with a monarch's tread. 
He bends his listening ear, 

He peers through the tangled screen, 
And he smiles with jpy, as the flash of steel 

Through the ererglade^s grass is seen. 

One wave of his dtalwart arm, 

Wild forms around him stand, 
And his eye glares bright with triumphant light 

As he looks at his swarthy band. 
Nearer the bayonet's gleam 

At the edge of the hammock now ; 
The pale^face ranks are rallying. 

But they seek in vain the foe. 

They see in that lovely scene 

But the humming-bird o'er the flowers, 
And the glittering wing of the paroquet 

In the cool and fragrant bowers. 
But hark ! from the cypress shade, 

From the bay-tree's glossy leaves, 
And the nooks where the vine from bough to bough 

Its serpent-like festoon weaves, 

The loud, shrill warwhoops burst 

On tbe soft and sleeping air. 
And the quick, bright darts of surrounding death 

Are fearfully glancing there. 
The eagle with fierce delight 
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Abroad has his pinioQ east, 
And he shrieks as he bathes ia die canmson tain. 
And sweeps througk the whizziag bla«t« 



The battle-storm is o' 

The haounook is reeking red-^ 
But who looks there with victorious smile 

On the heaps of the pale.face dead t 
*Tis a tribe's young warrior-chief ! 

The deeds of whose vengeful flame 
Have fiU'd the ear of a mighty land 

With the tenror of hia name* 

He leaps from his covert dark 

Like the fire-flash from the smoke^ 
And the hamlet awakes frcffli its midiuight' sleep 

At his tomahawk's lightning stroke. 
He enters the peaceful cot, 

And more blood-drops there he leaves 
Than the multiflora's crimson gems 

That are trail'd about the eaves. 

PART n. 

In a dark aad dungeon room 

Is stretch'd a tawny form. 
And it shakes in its dreadful agony 

Like a leaf in the autumn storm* 
No pillar'd palmetto hang^ 

Its tuft in the clear, bright air, 
But a sorrowing group, and the narrow wall, 

And a smouldering hearth are there. 
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The white froth cm his lip 

His tremUingy g<usping breath 
And the hollow rattle in his throat 

Proclaim the conqueror death. 
'Tis the proud victorious chief 

Who smiled mid the pele*faoe slain, 
'Tis Uie eagle that swept through the 

And bathed in the crimson rain* 



blast 



For his own green forest-home 

He had struggled long and welly 
But the soul that had breasted a nation's biuis 

At the touch of a fetter, fell. 
He had worn wild freedom's crown 

On lus bright unoonquer'd brow 
Since he first saw the light of his beautifol 

It was gone forerer now I 

But still in his last dread hour 

Did not bright visions come ? 
Bright visions that shed a golden gleam 

On the darkness of his doom : 
They calm'd his throbbing pulse, 

And they hung on his muttering breath : 
The spray thrown up from life's phrensied flood 

Plunging on to the gulf of death* 

• 

The dose walls shrunk away ; 

Abdve was the stainless sky, 
And the lakes with their floating isles of flowers 

Spread glittering to his eye. 
O'er his hut, the live-oak spread 
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Its branching gigantic shade, 
With its dots of leaves and its robes of moss 
Broad blackening on the glade. 

But a sterner sight is round, 

Battle's wild torrent is there, 
The tomahawk gleams and the red blood streams, 

And the warwhoops rend the air. 
At the head of his faithful band 

He peals forth his terrible cry, 
As he fiercely leaps mid the slaughter'd heaps 

Of the foe that but fought to die. 



One gasp— and the eye is glazed 
And still is the stifT'ning clay. 

The eagle soul of the chief had pass'd 
On the battle'is flood away. 



THE SCHOOLHOUSE 

In a green lane that from the village street . 
Diverges, stands the schoolhouse ; long and low 
The frame, and blacken'd with the hues of Time. 
Around it spreads the green with scatter'd trees ; 
Fenced fields and orchards stretching either hand, 
And fronting. When the strawberry ripe and red 
Is nestling at the roots of the deep grass. 
And when the autumn sun has deck'd with gold 
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And crimson the gnarlM apple-'bougkr li^ paths 

Stretch from the play*gxound, worn by uiohii^feetj 

To the forbidden troasures ; foraya sad I 

For fingers stained, or bulging fxicketa oft 

Betray'd what the faint ebbing voice denied. 

A picture of soft beauty is the scene 

When painted by the sinking summer sua 

In tints of light and shade ; but winter^s gloom 

Shows nothing but a waste, wiUi one broad, track 

Stamp'd to the humble door-post from the lane ; 

The snow-capp'd wood-pile stretching near thb walls; 

And the half.serer'd log with axe that leans 

Within the gaping notch* 

The room displays 
Long rows of desk and bench ; the fonner stain'd 
And streak'd with blots and trickles of dried ink, 
LumberM with maps and slates and well4humb'd booksi 
And carved with rtlde initials ; while the knife 
Has^hack'd and sliced the latter* In the midst 
Stands the dread throne whence breathes supreme oommuid, 
And in a lock'd lecess well-known, is laid 
The dread regalia, gifted with a charm 
Potent to the rebellious. When the bell 
Tinkles the. school-hour, inward streams the Crowdy 
And bending beads proclaim the task oommenoed. 
Upon his throne with magisterial brow 
The teacher sits, round casting frowning looks 
As the low gi^le and ihe shuffling foot 
Betray the covert jest, or idleness. 
Oft does he call, with deep and pompous voioe^ 
The class before him, and shrill chattering tones 
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In pert or blundering answers, break the soft 

And dreamy hum of study, heretofore 

Like beehive sounds prerailing. Now, perchance, 

Some luckless urchin stands before the throne, 

With features swoln as scarce to keep the tears. 

And shoulders raised, while- the detected foult 

Is forth paraded, and the broken law 

Learnedly dwelt on : then with staring sight, 

Face all awry, and chattering teeth he sees 

The sceptre taken slowly from its nook, 

A whip with thongs : pursues with blinking gaze 

Its upward motion, then, with hideous yell 

Tells that the whizzing blow is not in Tain. 

Now rising from his seat, the teacher strides 

Athwart the room ; as treads he past, each desk 

Starts into industry — ^white figures grow 

Upon the slate, black spattering pothooks spraw! 

Upon the blotted dog-ear'd copy-book. 

And eyes are glued upon the letters huge 

And pictures of the primer ; as he wheels. 

The wandering glance has scarcely time to sink, 

The queer grimace, and the replying grin 

To vanish ; each regaining its mute sway 

As turns the back upon them. But bright noon 

Now through the casement streams in quivering haze 

And gushes on the floor : the word is given, 

And, bursting from the thraldom, rush without 

The merry throngs, and breaking into groups. 

Drive tiieir loud pastime on the sunny green. 

Here flies the ball — there shoots the marble— now 

The racers seek the goal*— each sinew now 

Is straining in the leap-— while heartfelt mirth 
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Echoes upon the soft 9iid balmy air : 

The olouds that float and wreathe upon the breeze 

Not raore Testrainlefis than those happy hearts. 

The glee, bright contrast to the sullen looks 

And lingering steps with which eaeh urchin seeks. 

At the sad summons of the morning bell, 

The hated porch. Yet is the schoolhouse rude, 

As is the chrysalis to the butterfly. 

To the rich flower the seed. The dusky walls 

Hold the &ir germs of knowledge, and the tree 

Glorious in beauty, golden with its fruits, 

To the low schoolboufle traces back its life* 
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THE MINISINK. 

Encirclbd by the screening shade, 
With scatter'd bush, and bough, 
And grassy slopes, a pleasant glade 

Is spread before roe now ; 
The wind, that shows its forest search 
By the sweet fragrance of the birch, 

Is whispering on my brow. 
And the mild sunshine flickers through 
The soil white cloud and summer blue. 

Far to the North, the Delaware 
Flows, mountain-curved, ak»ig, 
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By forest bank, by Bununb baTOf 

It bends in rippling song ; 
Receiving in each eddying nook* 
The waters of the vassal brook, 

It sweeps more deep and strong | 
Round yon green island it divides. 
And by this quiet woodland glides. 

The ground-bird flutters from the grass 

That hides her tiny nest ; 
The startled deer, as by I pass. 

Bounds in the thicket's bieast ; 
Hie red-bird rears his crimson wing 
From the long fern of yonder spring : 
' A sweet and peaceful rest 
Breathes o'er the scene, where once the sound 
Of battle shook the gory ground. 

Long will the shuddering hunter tell 

How once red warriors rose, 
And waken'd with their battle^yell 

The forest's long repose. 
How shriekM in vain, babe, wife, and- slre^ 
As hatchet, scalping>knife, and fire, 

Proclaim'd their bloody foes ; 
Until the boldest quaii'd to mark, 
Wrapp'd round the woods. Night's mantle dark. 

At length the fisher fitrl'd his sail 

Within the shelter'd creek. 
The hunter trod his foteet trail 

The mustering band to seek ; 
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The settler oast his axe away, 
And grasp'd his rifle for the fray: 

All came, rerenge to wreak — 
With the rude arms that chance supplied. 
And die, or Conquer, side by side. 

Behind the footsteps of their foe. 

They rush'd, a gallant throng 
Burning with haste, to strike a blow 

For each remember'd wrong ; 
Here on tihis field of Minisink, 
Fainting they sought the river's brink 

Where cool waves gush'd along ; 
No sound within the woods they heard, 
But murmuring wind and warbling bird. 

A scream f — 'tis but the panther's-Miaught 
Breaks the calm sunshine there ; 

A thicket stirs (—-a deer has sought 
From sight a closer lair ; 

Again up(m the grass they droop, 

When burst the well-known whoop on whoop 
Shrill, deafening on the air. 

And onward from their ambush deep, 

Like wolves the savage warriors leap. 

In vain upsprung that gallant band 

And seized their weapons by, 
Fought eye to eye, and hand to hand, 

Alas ! 'twas but to die ; 
In vain the rifle's deadly flash 
Scorch'd eagle plume and wampum sash ; 
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The hatchet hiss'd en h^h, 
And down they fell in crimson heaps, 
Like the ripe oom the sickle reaps* 
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In Tain they sought the coyeit daric. 

The knife gash'd every head. 
Each arrow found unerring mark, 
Till earth was piled with dead. 
Oh ! long the matron watch'd, to hear 
Loved tones and footsteps meet her ear, 

Till hope grew &int with dread. 
Long did she search the wood-paths o'er , 
Those tones and steps she heard no mofe. 

Years hare pass'd by, the merry bee 
Hums round the laurel flowers, 

Tlie mook-bird pours its melody 
Amid the forest bowers ; 

A skull is at my feet, though now 

The wild rose wreathes its bony brow. 
Relic of other hours, 

It bids the wandering pilgrim think 

Of those who died at Minisink* 
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A SEPTEMBER STROLL. 

The dull mist of September, fitfully 
Thickening to chill and gusty streams of rain, 
Lifted at sunset, and the western verge 
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Showed a hnmd stdpe of light ; a golden smBe 
Burst o^er the dripping soene, then died away : 
And the North swept, in hollow moMi and hisB, 
Round dwellings and through branches. 

Morning broke 
In cloudless bea«ty, but a chilly brealii 
Still edged the cr3ratal air. The sun wtaat down, 
With a rich halo glowing round tihe spot 
Where his orb glided, and a splendid beh 
Of orange bum'd above his slanting track, 
Melting to sofl bright gray, that deepened up 
Into the rich mid-blae ; and where ike peaii 
DarkenM into the sapphire, bounded forth 
The courier-star of night's magnificence* 
Morning agam rose gloriously clear : 
The air was softer, and the gentle West 
Was fanning where the North had struck its chill : 
And as the sim olimbM up, his light was cast 
So warm and genial, and the atmofl^here 
Was felt so sweetly and deliciously. 
It seemed 'twere pleasure merely to lie down. 
And bas^ and breathe. 

The noontide now has come : 
Green woods and pleasant fields are smiHng forth 
Inviting welcome. Let us leave the wall» 
Of the dose city, and with wandering feet 
Seek the sweet haunts of Nature. O'er the dust 
Of the great thoroughfare, with rapid wheels 
And trampling hoofs vex'd ever, where die gay 
And flaunting motes sport thick in Fashion's beam, 
Idle and worthless, quick we tread, and turn 
Gladly aside, where a green narrow lane 
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Leads to a wild ravine amid the hilb* 
Smooth fields, with browsing oattle, are ajonnd. 
And now and then the tinkling eheep*bell breaks 
Pleasantly on the ear. Our pathway leads 
Through & rude gate and o'er a brdcen bridge, 
Where the green ruiihes and long tangled grass 
Proclaim the drunken streamlet; a iaint track 
Leads to a barrelled spring, whose waters boil 
Unceasing from their loose gray samdy depth. 
Grass spreads its sides with relvet, and tall trees 
Drop their black shapes around. We pass along: 
A go^ winds up^ wall'd in with rocky banks 
Plumaged with leaning branches: wheel-marks deep 
Are traced upon the stone floor (^*the chasm, 
And grateful shadow rests like sleep within. 
Grim roots start out from crevices : green sprouts 
Flaunt from mossed ledges ; and large trickUng drops, 
From the steep sides, shed moisture on the air. 
We rest awhile, then tread again our path* 
A grassy glade, with points and curving banks, 
The dry bed of a streamlet, lures our steps* 
The varied aster-tribes are clustered round; 
The gnari'd thorn shows its yellow-crimson fruit, 
Studding its boughs and scattered thick benea.th; 
And from the brinks the sdidago bends 
Its golden feather: mingling with the sweet 
And peaceful quiet, low monotonous sounds 
Stream from the insects, varied with the swell 
Of the- near locust's peevish clarion, 
And chirrup of the cricket. Now the fence 
We leap, and stray into the broad green field. 
The air is an elixir; as we breathe, 
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The blood swift tingl^ir in our yeuis ; we loi^ 
To bound with tnuasport and shout out our joy« 
The thread-like gossamer is waying past. 
Borne on the wind's light wing, and to yon branch 
Tangled and trembling, clings like snowy silk. 
The thistle>down, high lifted through the rich 
Bright blue, quick float, like gliding stars,- and then 
Touching the sunshine, flash, and seem to melt 
Within the dazzling brilliance. Yon tall oak 
Standing from out the straggling skirt of wood, 
Touched by the frost, that wondrous chemist, shows 
Spottings of go^eous crimson through its green, 
Xike a proud mcmaAsh, towering still erect, 
Tliough sprinkled with his life-blood. Close beside, 
That aspen, to the wind's soft-flnger'd touch, « 
Flutters with all its dangling leases, as though 
Beating with myriad pulses. Misty shade 
Films the deep hollows, misty sunshine glows 
On the round hills. Across the far-off wood. 
The atmosphere is shaded like thin smoke. 
Until we fmej a ^dim swarm of motes 
Is glimmering there and dancing. We i^pproachy 
And tread the dark recesses : wither'd leaves 
Spread a thick crackling mantle, countless trunks 
Lead on the eye in labyrinths, till lost 
Within a dizzy maze, and overhead 
A vast and interlacing roof of green. 
The hickory-shell, cracked open by its fall. 
Shows its ripe fruit, an ivory ball, within ; 
And the cleft chesnut-burr displays its sheath 
White glistening, with its glossy nuts below« 
Scatter'd around, the wild rose-bushes hang 
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Tbsir rally buda tipping thrir ihomj sprays. 
Tke eyerlastiog's blossoms seem as oat 
In delicate siWer, wfaileniag o'er tiie slopes ; 
The seedy clematis^ branoh'd higliy is robed 
Widi wocdly tufts; tbe snowy indlan-pipe 
Is streak'd with black decay; the winteq^eii 
Oflbrs its berries; and the prince's^^ine, 
Seavoe seen aboTe the fkllen le«vesy peeift out, 
A firm gveen glossy wrea^. 

Within this knot 
Of twining roots, a shelving aperture 
Proclaims the hedge-hog's c^i^nber; thxoiigh tlie gloom 
Within we see the sparide ^ h& eye. 
And his slim snout thrnst level with the brink 
To scent his danger ; but fear not ! no ttaiff 
Will pieice thy winding cavern, to drive ibrth 
Thy croudiing form, and i>6at, with crael blows. 
Thy gasping being from thee. 

Bywe pas8| 
And from the daricening woods released, we see 
One mass of shadow stretcldng to die east, 
And narrow stripes of gold upon the tops 
Of yil and tree ; and climbing the ascent, 
We view ihe sun sink calmly to Jhs rest. 
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WHITE ULCE.* 

. PiTRB as their parent springs ! how bright 

The silvery waters stretch away, 
Reposing in the pleasant light 
Of June's most lovely day. 

Curving around the eastern side, 

Rich meadows slope their banks, to meet, 

With fringe of grass and fern, the tide 
Which i^arkles at their feet. 

Here, busy life attests that toO, 
With its quick talisman, has made 

Fields green and waving, from a soil 
Of rude and savage shade. 

While opposite the forest lies 

In giant shadow, black and deepj 
Filling with leaves the circling sky, 

And frowning in its sleep. 

Amid this scene of light and gloom. 
Nature with art links hand in hand, 

Thick woods beside soft rural bloom. 
As by a seer's command. 

• Or **LalDB Kan-ns-ong-ga,*' meaniiiff litefally **two io«fi^.** White 
Lake, which is the unmeaning modem epithet of thia beautifiil sheet of water, 
IB aitoated in the town of Bethel, Sullivan connty, N. Y. It is in the fwm 
of a pair of huge wfai0i expanded. 
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Here, waves the grain, here curls, the smoke ; 

The orchard hends ; there, wilds, as dark 
As when the hermit waters woke 

Beneath the Indian's bark. 



Oft will the panther's startling shriek 
With the herd's quiet lowings swell. 

The wolf's fierce howl terrific break 
Upon the sheepfold's bell. 

The ploughman sees the wind-wing'd deer 
Dart from his covert to the wave, 

And fearless in its mirror clear 
His branching antlers lave. 

Here, the green headlands seem to meet 
So near, a fairy bridge might cross ; 

There, spreads the broad and limpid sheet 
In smooth, unruffled gloss. 

Arch'd by the thicket's screening leaves, 

A lilied harbor lurks below, 
Where on the sand each ripple weaves 

ks melting wreath of snow. 

Hark ! like an organ's tones, the woods 
To the light wind in murmurs wake, 

The voice of the vast solitudes 
Is speaking to the lake. 

The fanning air-breath sweeps across 
On its broad path of sparkles now, 



®= 



ac 



4M-ate^^«i«lMaif|bi 



LM . ijj mmt i m 'imm L m^mMt^t^mmt^mif^mrimmmii^mmmtiimi^mimmm^rikmmfi 



^ 



(Tft) 

Bendft down the violet to the mossi 
Then mebs upon mj bsaw. 



FOREST SPORTS. 

The village is stirring with bustle and fright. 
The shriek of the pandier was heard orer-night ; 
And Tyler told Larkin, that down by die drink 
The wolves howl'd so loudly he slept not a wink } 
While Meech, the big hunter, was heard to declare 
He yesterday almost fell over a bear. 

Good lack I what a gossip o'er knitting and tea ; 
In store and in taverns- what throngings we see f 
The grannies the tales bear, each farther from truth ; 
The codgers rehearse the bold feats of their youth ; 
Round scamper the urchins, and yell in their i^ay, 
<< Look out for die panther, he's coming this way \" 
Tom Evans drops in, all his features a-twist, 
And tells of a beautiful yearling he's miss'd, 
Joe Mason counts overj with <* blast" and with ^'dltm," 
The sheep that lie dead in the yard by his barn ; 
And Smetus describes, in a sorrowful tone. 
His hives tqisy-turvy, uid hen^ all gone. 

The rifles ore taken fvem rafter and wall $ 
The pouches are heavy with powder and ball ; 
Hurrah for the forest ! oome Tom and eome Joe, 
The heifer and lambe cried aloud " To the foe I" 
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Load, Smetus, your weapon, oome TyUr and Meech, 
And bear, wolf, and panther, more raannera we'll teach ! 

Our hounds beat l^e swamp ; we our weapons prepare : 
The wolves through the day hold their rendezvous there; 
Emerging at midnight, to prowl, and to slay 
Each luckless merino that falls in their way. 

A rustle of boughs ; ha ! a buck si^rings to si^^t ! 
But death strikes the proud one while bounding in flight: 
The beautiful creature sinks under Ins^ban, 
Eluding the wolf-pack, to perish by man. 

But music, hound-music, bursts shrill from the awamp ; 
Crash, flutter the thickets, with rush, and with tramp : 
Our gaunt robber- foes are aroused, and we seek 
Each rifle his station just vengeance to wreak ; 
We hear their fierce snarls, while vain battle they wage, 
And the click of their jaws as they snap in their rage : 
They dart from their coverts, with horrible cries, 
Hair bristling, teeth gnashing, and red gleaming eyes; 
Pursuing, Joe plunges head-first in the bog, 
And brings death to naught but a great staring frog; 
Tom stumbles o'er Lufra, who yelping beneath. 
Avenges the wrong by a gripe of his teeth ; 
The rest ply their weapons, fast, steady, and true, 
And earth with the dark shaggy figures we strew : 
With hearty hurrahs then, we push on our way, 
Their scalps as our trophies to boast of the fray. 

The hounds are Jiow scenting yon hemlock, whose sides 
A yawning and deep-sunken hollow divides: 
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With snort and with blow, Bruin springs to the day, 
And, seoming his company, waddles away. 
The hounds overtake him ; he stops and he rears, 
And Lufra lies flat, from a box on his ears; 
The black wrestler hugs, in his terrible grasp. 
Poor Juno, who writhes, and drops dead at a gasp: 
But quickly a bullet is wing'd through his brain, 
And Bruin is mark'd on our list of the slain. 

We climb the wild mountain } look well, aa we tread. 

The panther might bound from some branch overhead. 

Hark ! list his low whining ! gaze up, but beware ! 

Or we'll see his lithe form, like a dart, in the air. 

Ha I there dts the monster, with close-crouching frame, 

And eye-balls fiz'd steadily, glaring in flame. 

Our rifles point upward ; he bristles his back ; 

The thick branches shield him ; we'll wait his attack : 

His muscles contract; with a leap down he darts. 

His shriek, fierce and keen, thrilling cold through our hearts ; 

One hound is dash'd dead by a stroke of his paw. 

Another is crush'd in the grasp- of his jaw ! 

What fury, what wild tameless fury he shows, 

As dauntless, he dashes and bounds mid his foes! 

A rifle its bullet unerring has driven. 

His tawny form quails not ; new strength. it has given : 

Another cracks sharply ; blood flows from the wound ; 

Another, anoUier ; it rains on the ground ; 

And not till a ball through his fomhead has flows, 

He rolls with a shudder, a^d dies with a groan. 
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AN AMERICAN SPRING. 

Now fluttering breeze, now stormy blasty 

Mild rain, then blustering snow: 
Winter's stem, fettering cold is past, 

But, sweet Spring ! where art thou ? 
The white cloud floats mid smiling blue, 
The broad bright sunshine's golden hue 

Bathes the still frozen earth : 
'Tis changed ! above, black vapors roll ; 
We turn from our expected stroll. 

And seek the blazing hearth. 

Hark ! that sweet carol ! what delight 

The scene no more is dumb. 
The little blue-bird greets our sight, 

Spring, glorious Spring has come ! 
The south wind's kiss is on the air, 
The melting snow-wreaths everywhere 

Are leaping off in showers ; 
And Nature, in her brightening looks, 
Tells that her flowers, and leaves, and brooks, 

And birds will soon be ours. 

A few soft, sunny days have shone, 

Tlie air has lost its chill, 
A bright green tinge succeeds the brown 

Upon the southern hill. 
Off to the woods I a pleasant scene ! 
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Here sprouts the fresh young wintergreen, 

There swells a mossy mound; 
Though in the hollows drifts are piled^ 
The wandering wind is sweet and mild, 

And. bods are bursting round. 

Where its long rings unwinds the fern, 

The violet, nestling low, 
Casts back the white lid of its urn. 

Its purple streaks to show: 
Beautiful blossom ! first to rise 
And smile beneath Spring's wakening skies.' 

The courier of the band 
Of coming flowers, what feelings sweet 
Gush, as the silvery gem we meet 

Upon its needle wand. 

A sudden roar — a shade is cast— - 

We look up with a start. 
And, sounding like a transict^t Mast, 

O'erhead the pigeons dart; 
Scarce their blue glancing shapes the eye 
Can trace, ere, dotted on the sky, 

;They wheel in distant flight. 
A chiip I and swift the squirrel scours 
Along the prostrate trunk, and cowers 

Within its clefts, from sight. 

Amid the creeping-pine, which spreads 

Its thick and verdant wreath. 
The scauberry^s downy spangle sheds 

Its rich, delicious breath. 
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The bee-swarm murmurs by, and now 
It clusters black on yonder bough: 

The robin's mottled breast 
Glances that sunny spot across. 
As round it seeks the twig and moss 

To frame its summer nest. 

Warmer is each successive sky. 

More soft the breezes pass, 
The maple's flowers of crimson lie 

Upon the thick green grass. 
The elm has shower'd its fringes down, 
The alder drops its tassels brown, 

Cowslips are by the rill ; 
The thrasher whistles in the glen, 
Flutters around the warbling wren. 

And swamps have voices shrill. 

A simultaneous burst of leaves 

Has clothed the forest now; 
A single day's bright sunshine weaves 

This vivid, gorgeous show. 
Masses of shade are cast beneath, 
The flowers are spread in varied -wi^th; 

Night brings its soft, sweet mocm ; 
Mom wakes in mist, and twilight gray 
Weeps its bright dew, and smilmg May 

Melts into blooming June! 
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TO 



Thov of the soft hiigbt ejm And ravvn hair , 

Parted is gloai^ curves ii{k» m hrow 

White as the ocean peari ; I gaxe on thee 

Until I am meonseioviB of ai^ht elseu 

I look into the ^epth of that chuk eye, 

Upon the tablet of that gierious brow. 

And read the gentle thoughts of thjr pare heart ; 

Then turn away with loathing frods myself. 

That I should imngle in the skis of earth 

When suoh* a being treads it. As thy ibrai 

Mov#s ia llB ^rftot gvaeefalness, k aeems 

Made HvH to float to orasie, and I feel 

My pulses bounding wildly. I have hung 

Upon th^ silvery accents of thy voice, 

And thought that sweeter melody ne'er met 

The ear of man, although in olden times 

He heard the tongue of Angels. Melting strains 

O'er mo(mlit waten, are most like thy tones 

When sadness broods upon thee, and thy laugh 

Ringing so light and merrily from the heart, 

Is joyous as the blue-bifd's caiolling 

When Spring wakes up the flowers ; and thy sweet face 

Is radiant, as with sunshine bright'&ing o'er. 

I've watched the motions of thy rich red lips 

Drc^ping dieir mudc-words, until I long'd 
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To be invisible, that I might touch 
Their roaineis unchidden. 

O how bright 
Is Woman in her beauty ! she oombines 
All charms possess'd of mature ; the light cloud 
Wreathing its folds across the smiling blue 
Is not more graceful than her gliding steps; 
The gem is not more briUiant than her eye; 
The bird's note more melodious than her voice ; 
She is a shrine -where man should bow him down, 
Forget his paltry 'raean-sonl'd love of self. 
And in the sun-light of her purity 
See the dark shadows of bis own vile heart. , 
Thus, gentle lady ! do I kneel to thee ; 
And in thy sweet and gende influence 
Strive with the passions that coqsmne my Ufe, 
Turn from the sins that weigh my spirit dow% 
And walk the path made holy by thy tread* 



^ 



SONO FOR INDEPENDENCE. 

Hail to this planting of Liberty's tree ! 
Hail to the charter declaring Us free! 
Millions of voices are chanting its praises, 

Millions of worshippers bend at its shrine, 
Wherever the siui of America blazes. 

Wherever the stars of our bright banner shine. 
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Sing to the heroes who-hiftasted tke- fkxxl 

That swelling, rdll'd o^er lliein— -a deluge of blood. 

Fearless the^ <5lung to the ark of ihe nation, 

And dash'd on mid lightning, and thunder, and bhurt. 
Till Peace, like the dove, i^ought her bmnefa of salvation. 

And Liberty^s morunt was their ref«%e Ht last. 

Bright is the beautiful land of our birth. 
The hcHne xd the homeless all over the earth. 
Oh ! let us eveip with ^dest devotion, 

The freedom our fathers bequeathed us, watch o'er. 
Till the Angel sludl stand on the earth and the ocean. 

And shout mid earth's ruins, that Time is no more. 



THiJ LOST HUNTER. 

NuMB'D'by the piercing, freezing air, 

And burthen'd by his game, 
The Hunter, struggling with despair, 

Dragg'd on his shivering frame ; 
The rifle he had shoulder'd late 
Was trail'd along, a weary weight. 

His pouch Was void of food. 
The hours were speeding in their' flight, 
And soon the lc«ig, keen, winter night 

Would wrap the solitude. 
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Oft did he sloop a lisleiMiig ear. 

Sweep round an anxious eye. 
No bark or axe^blow oould lie hear^ 

No human trace descry. 
His sinuous pathi by biases, wound 
Among trunks group'd in myriads round-^* 

Through naked boughs, between 
Whose tangled architecture, fVaught 
With many a shape grotesquely wrought, 

The hemlock's spire was seen« 

An antler'd dweller of the wild 

BUid met his eager gaze. 
And far his wandering steps beguiled 

Within an unknown maze ; 
Stream, rock, and run-way, he had cross'd 
Unheeding, till the marks were lost 

By which he used to roam ; 
And now, deep swamp and wild ravine, 
And rugged mountain were between 

The Hunter and his home. 

A dusky haze, which slow had crept 

On high, now darkened there, 
And a few snaw-flakes fluttering swept 

Athwart the thick gray air: 
Faster and faster, till between 
The trunks and boughs, a ihottled screen 

Of glimmering motes was spread ; 
That ticked against each object round 
With gentle and continuous sound 

Like brook o'er pebbled bed. 
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The laurel tufts, that drooping hung 

Close roll'd around their stems, 
And the sear beech leaves still that olung, 

Were white with powdering gems. 
But hark ! afar a sullen moan 
Swell'd out to louder, deeper tone 

As, surging near, it pass'd ; 
And bursting with a roar, and shock 
That made the groaning ibrest rock, 

On rush'd the winter blast. 

As o'er, it whistled, shriek'd, and hiss'd, 

Caught by its swooping wings, 
The snow was whirl'd to eddying mist 

That seem'd as barbM with stings— 
And now 'twas swept with lightning fli^t 
Aboye the loftiest hemlock's height 

Like driving smoke, and now 
It hid the air with shooting clouds, 
And robed the trees with circling shroudsy 

Then dash'd in heaps below. 

Here, plunging in a billowy wreath, 

There, clinging to a limb. 
The suffering hunter gasp'd for breath. 

Brain reelM, and eye grew dim ; 
As though to whelm him in despair, 
Rapidly changed the black'ning air 

To murkiest gloom of ni^t, 
Till naught was seen around — ^below 
But falling flakes, and mantled snofw 

That gleam'd in ghastly whit^. 
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At every blast an ioy dart 

Seem'd through his nerves to fly. 
The blood was fireezii^ to his heart. 

Thought whisper'd he must die* 
The thundering tempest eoho'd death, 
He felt it in his tightened breath. 

Spoil, rifle dropp'd, and slow 
As the dread torpor crawling came 
Along his staggering, stifl*'ning frame* 

He sunk upcm the snow, 

Reas(»i forsook her shatter'd throne ; 

He deem'd that summer hours 
Again around him brightly Aod» 

In sunshine, leaves, and flowers t 
Again the &esh, green &rest 0od, , , 
Rifle in hand, he lightly trod— 

He heard ^e deer's I^w bleat; 
Or, couch'd >within the shadowy nook. 
He drank the crystal of the brook 

That murmur'd at his feet* 

It changed— *his cabin roof o'ersf»ead. 

Rafter, and wall, and chair : 
Gleam'd in the crackling flre, that riied 

Its warmth, and he was there; 
His wife had clasp'd his hand, and now 
Her gentle. kiss was on his brow; 

His child was prattling by ; 
The hound crouch'd, dozing, near the blaze. 
And through the pane's frost-pictured haze 

He saw the white drifts fly. 
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• 

That pass'd— before hk swimming si^t 

Does not a figure bound, 
And a soft yoice with wild delight 

Proclaim the lost is found ? 
No, Hunter, no ! 'Us but the streak 
* Of snow — 'tis but the tempest's shriek-^ 

No human aid is near; 
Never again that form will meet 
Thy elasp'd mnbraoe-— those aooents sweet 

Speak music to thine ear. 

Mom broke— away the clouds were chased; 

The sky was pure and bright; 
And on its blue, the branches traced 

Their webs of glittering white. 
Its ivory roof the hemlock stoop'd, 
The pine its silvery tassels droop'd, 

Down bent the burthen'd wood ; 
And scatter'd round, low points of green 
Peering above the snowy scene 

Told where the thickets stood. 
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In a deep hdlow, drifted high, 

A wave-Jike heap was thrown ; 
Dazzlingly in the sunny sky 

A diamond blaze it shone ; 
The little snow-bird chirping sweet 
Dotted it o'er with tripping feet, 

Unsullied, smooth, and fair, 
It seem'd like other mounds, where trunk 
And i^k amid the wreaths were sunk, 

But oh ! the dead was there. 
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Spring came with skies and hreszes Uaad» 

Soft suns and melting rains; 
And roused by her trajusfonning waiid» 

Earth bunt its winter chains. 
In a deep nook, wheisa moss, and gitissi 
And fern-leaves wove a verdaiH. 

Some scattered bones beside, 
A mother kneeling with her ehild 
Told by her tears and wailings wild 

That there the lost had died. 



A FOREST WALK. 

" Why flhonld we cmye a hallowM spOl % 
An attar k in eaoh man's eot, 
A duuch in eveiy grove tbat apteadi 
Bb living roof above our heads." 

WordnDorth*9 ** Chd in Nature.^ 

A LOVELY sky, a doudless sun, 

A wind that breathes of leaves and flowers, 
O'ea hill, through dale, my steps have won. 

To the cool forest's shadowy bowers ^ 
One of the paths, all round that wind 

Traced by the browsing herds, I choose^ 
And sights and souqds of human kind. 

In Nature's lone recesses lose ; 
The beech displays its marbled bark, 

The spruce its green tent stretches wide, 
While scowls the hemlock, grim and daxk, 
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The maple's scalloped dome beEd4e : 
All weave on high a yerdant roof, 
That keeps the very sun aloof, 
Making a twilight soil and ^een^ 
Within the cdumn'd, vaulted scene. 

Sweet forest odors have their birth 

From the clothed boughs and teeming earth ; 

Where pine-cones dropp'd, leaves piled and dead, 

Long tufis of grass and stars of fern, 

With many a wild-fibwer's fairy um 
A thick, elastic carpet spread ; 
Here, with its mossy pall, the trunk. 
Resolving into soil, is suhk ; ^ 
There, wrench'd but lately from ito throne^ 

By some fierce whirlwind oitcling past^ 
Its huge roots mass'd with earth and stone,. 

One of the woodland kings is cast. 

Above, the forest tops are bright 
With the broad blaze of sunny light : 
But now, a fitibl air-gust parts 

The screening bnmches, and a glow 
Of dazzling> startling radiance darts 

Down the dark stems, and breaks below ; 
The mingled shadows off are roll'd, • 
The sylvan floor is bathed ki gold: 
Low sprouts and herbs, before unseen, 
Display their shades of brown uxd green j 
Tints brighten o'er the velvet moss. 
Gleams twinkle on the laurel's gloss; 
The robin, brooding in her nest, 
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Chirps as die quick ray strikes her breast. 
And as my shadow prints the ground, 
I see the rabbit upward bound. 
With pointed ears an instant look, 
Then scamper to the darkest nook, 
Where, with crouch'd limb and staring eye. 
He watches while I saunter by. 



A narrow vista carpeted 

With rich green grass, invites my tread; 

Here showers the light in golden dots, 

There sleeps the i^ade in ebon spots, 

So blended, that the very air 

Seems network as I enter there. 

The partridge, whose deep-rolling drum 

Afar has sounded on my ear, 
Ceasing its beatings as I come. 

Whirrs to the sheltering branches near; 
The little milksnake glides away, 
The brindled marmot dives from day ; 
And now, between the boughs, a space 
Of the blue laughing sky I trace ; 
On each side shrinks the bowery shade ; 
Before me spreads an emerald glade ; 
The sunshine steeps its grass and moss, 
That couch my footsteps as I cross ; 
Merrily hums the tawny bee, 
The glittering humming-bird I see ; 
Floats the bright butterfly along, 
The insect choir is loud in song ; 
A spot of light and life, it seems 
A fairy haunt for fancy dreams; 
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Here stretckfd, the pleasant turf I pvessy 
In luxury of idleness- ; 
Sun-streaks, and glancing wings, and sky 
Spotted with cloud^shapee, charm my eye; 
While murmuring grass, and waving trees 
Their leaf-harps sounding to the breeze 
And water-tones that tinkle near 
Blend their sweet music to my ear; 
And by the changing shades alone, 
The passage of the hours is known. 



JANUARY AND JUNE. 

A SABLB pall of sky— the billowy hills 

Swathed in the snowy robe that Winter throws 

So kindly over Nature ; skeleton trees 

Fringed with rich silver drapery, and the stream 

Dumb in its frosty chains. Yon rustic bridge 

Bristles with icicles; beneath it stand 

The cattle group long pausing while they drink 

From the ice-hollow'd pools that skim in sheets 

Of delicate^ gUss, and shivering as the air 

Cuts with keen, stinging edge ; and those gaunt trunks 

Bending with ragged branches o'er the bank, 

Seem, with their mocking scarfs of chilling white, 

Mourning for the green grass and fragrant flowers, 

That Summer mirrors in the rippling flow 
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Of the bright stream beneath them. Shrub and rock 
Are carved in pearl, and the dense thicket shows 
Clusters of purest ivory. Comfortless 
The frozen scene, yet not all desolate. 
Where slopes, by tree and bush, the beaten track,' 
The sleigh glides merrily, with prancing steeds. 
And the low homestead, nestling by its grove, 
Clings to the leaning hill. 

The drenching rain 
Had fallen, and th^n, the large loose flakes had shower'd, 
Quick freezing where they lit; and thus the scene, 
By Winter's alchymy, from gleaming steel 
Was chained to sparkling silver. 

Yet, thou^ bright 
And rich, the landscape smiles with lovelier look 
When Summer gladdens it. The fresh blue sky 
Bends, like God's blessing, o'er; the scented air 
Echoes with bird-songs, and the emerald grass 
Is dappled with quick shadows ; the light wing 
Of the soft west makes music in the leaves ; 
The ripples murmur as they dance along ; 
The thicket, by the road-side, casts its cool 
Black breadth of shade across the heated dust ; 
The cattle seek the pools beneath the banks. 
Where sport the gnat-swarms glancing in the sun, 
Gray, whirling specks, and darts the dragon fly 
A gold-green arrow ; and the wandering sheep 
Nibble the short, thick s^ard, that clothes the brink, 
Down sloping to the waters. Kindly tones 
And happy faces make the homestead walls 
A paradise. Upon the mossy roof 
The tame dove coos and bows; beneath the eaves 
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The swallow frames her nest; the social wren 

Lights on the flower-lined paling and trills through 

Its noisy gamut; and the humming-bird 

Shoots, with that flying harp, the honey-bee, 

Mid the trailM honeysuckle's trun^>et-bloom. 

Sunset wreathes gorgeous l^hapes within the west, 

To eyes that love the splendor : moraing wakes 

Light hearts to joyous tasks ; and when deep night 

Breathes o'er the earth a solemn solitude. 

With stars for watchers, or the holy mo<m 

A sentinel upon the steeps of heaven, 

Smooth pillows yield their balm to prayer and trust; 

And £Aumber, that sweet medicine of toil. 

Sheds her soft dews and weaves her golden dreams. 
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THE LATE HON. STEPHEN VAN RENSSELAER. 

TowEKiivo <m high, a mighty oak 

Stood, monarch of the soene^ 
On which revolving summers woke 

A thicker, fresher green. 
Beneath its arms, stretched grandly round 
The humblest plants protection found 

From every chilling air ; 
And e'en the eagle, sweeping by, 
Stoop'd to its top with kindling eye 

And built its eyrie there. 
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It bent not to the ^imter blast. 

The lightning spared its dart, 
Time seam'd its nigged 4)ark, but cask 

No wither on its heart ; 
Although the eagle dadm^ its crest, 
Its green sprays heid%ie robin's iiec^ 

And .tiny forms and wings 
Grleam'd round — 'twas beautiful to see 
That oak with all its majesty, 

So loved by lovely things. 

But now no more oame leafy bloom. 

The lichen stain'd its trunk, 
And, bending to the general doom, 

In death it calmly sunk. 
No wrenching storm the trophy won, 
But fann'd by breeze, and deck'd by sun 

It sought its native earth 
Which, like a mother, threw across 
The soft green robe of grass and moss 

With which she wrapp'd its birth. 

The human oak-*-the great, the strong 

Thus tower'd amid his race; 
And every year that swept a\oDg 

But brought a lovelier grace ; 
He caused <<the widow's heart to sing," 
And took from Poverty its sting, 

From Sorrow ks despair, 
And when the war-cry echo'd dread, 
Fame's Eagle, stooping to his head, 

Entwined the laurel there* 
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Adversity^s relentless storm, 

(And all feel human ill,) 
Ne*er left a trace upon his form, 

Nor on his heart a chill; 
Though cjfown'd by Fame, yet in his bteast 
Each pure affection was a guest, 

High thought and noble trust- 
All saw and bless'd that towering one 
Basking in fortune^s brightest sun, 

So gentle, kind, and just. 

But now. Time clothed that head wilh white^ 

And bent that stately frame. 
And, like eve merging into night. 

Death, robed in friendship, came. 
Oh not with fear and anguish deep, 
But calmly foil he into sleep. 

As Summer's sun departs; 
Men held Aeir breath with awe, when first 
Upon their eara the tidings burst. 

Then stamp'd him on their hearts. 
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AN OCTOBER RAMBLE. 

A 6L0BI0US aftetnoon; the movihg shades 
Have wheel 'd their slow half-circles, pointing now 
Toward the sunshiny east ; a shadowy haze 
Trembles amidst the azure overhead. 
Deepening to purple at the horizon's skirts. 
I u 



:® 








(W) 



Nature is smiling sweetly, and my fiset 

Are wandering in the pleasant woods once mors. 

Keen nights have told of Winter on his way, 

And Autumn from the dark gaunt trees has drawn, 

(Save a few shreds upon the beech and oak,) 

His gorgeous robe, and cast it o'er the earth 

For Indian Summer's glimmering form to rest 

Awhile upon it, ere the blighting frost 

And muffling snow. More golden is the sun 

Than in its summer radiance, and it throws 

Its charm on all around. Along this path 

I tread, light-hearted, glad to be alone 

With Nature. Beautiful and grand art thou ! 

Man with his passions dims thy light, his voice 

Jars with thy sounds, his walls and towers but mar • 

Thy proud exhaustless glory. Solitude 

With its soft dreamy silence is the mate 

The fittest for thee, visible smile of Gbd. 

I gaze around me ; trunks and boughs and leaves I 

The robin on yon dog-wood's branch I see 

Picking the crimson berries ; now and then 

The flicker drops his hammer on the bark. 

And the soft echo starts, as breaks on high 

The hoarse voice of the sluggish, passing crow. 

My foot stirs up the oval butternut 

From the dead leaves, its dark br9wn tinged with gold, 

And, strewed around this old oak's knotted roots, 

Are acorn chalices with braided sides^ 

Left by the fays to fill their depths with dew 

For the next moonlight revel on the moss. 

That strange awakener at cold Winter's verge, 

The low witch-hazel, shows its yellow stars 
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Curi'd tiiick along its boughs : yon tall stim {^ant 
Dangles with blossoms like a Chinese tower 
Pendent with bells ; and this blue gentian, tight 
Has twisted the fringed rim of its long cup, 
To keep from frost the topaz set within. 
The air is richest perfume from the fern. 
Sweetest when dying, like a virtuous life 
Diffu»ng its example at its close : 
I pluck a branch — ^what delicate tracery 
Of veins minute ! and see upon its hack 
The seeds in brown and regular array 
Secreted, as the partridge hides her young 
Beneath her wings. Yon aster, that display'd 
A brief while 'since its gorgeous bloom, has now 
Around the shells that multiply its life 
Woven soft downy plumes. How wonderful 
And perfect is thy care, O Thou most high 
Creator, Father, God ! The flower and man 
Protected equally by Thee. 

The woods 
Are left, and hills and glades and fields are round. 
Yon piny knoll, thick cover'd with the brown 
Dead fringes, in the sunshine's bathing flood 
Looks like dark gold. From every tip of grass 
And plant, a web of gossamer is stretch'd 
Far as the eye can see, with varying hues 
Shooting and shifting quick along the threads. 
The sun now rests upon the western ridge 
That seems dissolving in a golden haze 
Where rests his blazing circle : as he sinks 
The haze melts off; rich purple clothes the mount| 
The brief gray twilight brings the scattered stars. 
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And soon upwheels the full broad Hunter's moon 
Shedding her affluent silver o'er the earth. 



A CONTRAST. 

A LAKB is slumbering in the wild«wood depths, 
Picturing naught upon its polish'd ^ass 
But the long stretching and contracting shades 
That change as change the hours ; its sullen tones 
Blinding but with the forest's daylight songs* 
And midnight bowlings; o'er the leafy waste, 
Curls a light thread of smoke— ^41 hunter's fire ; 
And mid the lilies' floating golden globes, 
Spangling the margin, where the ripples play 
And melt in silver, rooks his bark canoe. 

A few years circle by. The talisman 

Of toil has waved above this forest-scene. 

Rich meadows, spotted with dense waving woods, 

Slope to the sun-Ik sur&ce of the lake, 

Whose plashings mingle with the village-din, 

And rural low and bleat. Where curl'd that smoke^ 

Glitter white walls, and cluster roofe of men, 

With terraced gardens, leaning to the wave, 

Religion rearing spires, and Learning, domes 

To the bright skies that arch this Eden-spot^ 

The rude canoe has vanish'd, but swift keels 

Move joyous o'er the smiling, sparkling flood 

That lies in calm obedience at the feet 

Of those that freed it from its dungeon-shades. 
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THE FRONTIER INROAD. 



I. 



Ons young wild land— 4he free— the proud! 

Uncrush'd by power — ^unawed by fear, 
Her knee to none but Grod is bow'd. 

For Nature teaches Freedom, here : 
From gloom and snow, to light and flowers. 
Expands this heritage of ours : 
Life, with its myriad hopes, pursuits, 
Spreads safls, rears roofs, and gathers fruits. 
But pass two fleeting oenturies back; 

This land — a torpid giant-Hslept, 
Wrapp'd in a mantle thick and black 

That o'er its mighty frame had crept, 
Since stars and angels sang, as earth 
Shot, from its Maker, into birth. 

II. 

Though of the past, from no carved dirines. 

Canvass, or deathless lyres, we learn, 
Tet arbor'd streams, and shadowy pines 

Are hung with legends wild and stem: 
In deep dark glen-— on mountain side, 

Are graves, whence stately trees have sprung, 
Naught telling how the victims died. 

Save faint Tradition's faltering tongue. 
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III. 
Tradition-— Preside history-— told 

By trembling age to eager youth, 
Wild dreams, in memories dim and cold. 

Blent with scarce less wild scenes of Truth ; 
Tety 'tis a soft and silvery light. 
The moon of dark oblivion's night ; 
Bathing the turrets of the past, 
But leaving shadows black and vast, 
Giving the statued niche its look, 
But massing phantoms in the nook, 
Tinting the ivy till it twines 
In laurels, round the dusty shrines, 
But casting not a ray to trace 
The darkness of the dungeon's space* 

IV. 

A winter picture ! mountain trail, 

Valley and river, spread below. 
Late sweet with Indian Summer, all 

Now clothed in one wide sheet of snow : 
Showing a pale and ghastly scene, 
Save where pines left their spires of green. 
And surly hemlocks, pointing high. 
Braid network masses on the sky. 
The arch soars o'er in dazzling blue. 
No cloud to dim the sapphire hue ; 
And where the boundless sunshine streams, 
Flash diamond showers, — dart shifting gleams. 
A square back slanting palisade 

Around a hamlet rude is traced ; 
An octagon, loop'd fortress, made 
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Of trunks^ within ooJb angle placed : 
Here, the slim brown brick dwelling towers, 

With terraced gable— sharp, steep roof, 
Wallb iron-letter'd— turret-vanes, 
Sashes of lead, and diamond panes ; 
And there, the rough log.fabric oowefs, 

As scarce to keep the «torms aloof. 
The trader's stooping shed appears, 

Broad swings the tavern-sign in air ; 
While, midst of all, the stone church rears 

Its long low frame, and belfry square. 
The village roofs, beneath the light. 

Glitter like slanting silver plates. 
The pickets from the landscape white " 

Look dark, but capp'd with frozen loads, 

While snow piles block the open gates. 

Where, each way, stretch the trodden roads. 
The rough grim fort looks darkly out 
From deep banks curved and heap'd about, 
And, lifts the church its belfry.vane 
O'ercrusted with a frosty chain. 

V. 

Be«de the trader's log-shaped walls. 

Where, with light warmth, the sun-beam fiills, 

Which, the slow plashing. droppings tell 

From every tinted icicle, 

Soldiers and villagers around, 

With here and there a panting hound, 

A group of weary hunters stands. 

Just breathing from their forest toil. 
Their rifles propped beneath their hands, 



«* 



0: 



:iaz 



^ 







(105) 

With aeabbard^ bAyonet«8heath and plume; 
The fire on gleaming muskets falls 

And in fajnt wavering glance is flung 
O'er the deep nook'd, high rafier'd gloom. 
On benches stretch'd, a soldier-throng 

Listen, in careless ease, to one 
Whose skin-garb'd figure, lithe, but stroqg, 

Sharp features tann'd by wind and sun, 
And eye of keen and shifting flame. 
The frontier scout, half wild, proclaim. 
In speech uncouth, quick gestures eking, 

He tells them of an unknown trail 
Struck, whilst, this mom, a moose-haunt seeking, 

And traced in snow o'er hill and vale 
Till branching in such devious ways 
It baffled e'en his practised gaze. 
But wrApp'd in false seourity 
They drown his voice in jibing glee; 
To none his tale hath credence brought^ 
Though every dwelling has been sought, 
And all the village dames have seen 
An Indian group, of foreign mein, 
With eyes, that stealthily survey'd 
Dwelling, and fort, and palisade, 
And answering brief to every quest. 
They were but traders from the west. 

IX. 

Oh little did sweet Ltnue deem. 
As at one form she glanced uncaring. 

La Motnx's fierce eyes, from out the gleam 
Of raasquing paint, wefe on her glaring. 

M 
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And little did bniye Sybeaut know. 
On tfaifl, his joyous bridal day. 

There stood his deepest^ deadliest fboi 
Exuhant o'er the destined prey. 



The stooping sun has found a shroud 
Witiiin a thick gray rising cloud : 
A damp and chilling wind is fluttering 
Through the slight softening air, and muttering 
In low sounds, down a wild ravine 

Whose sides jut out in rocky ledges, 
And either hand, huge pine-trees lean, 

Grasping, with snake*like roots the edges, 
Shaping a bristling bower overhead. 

Scarce pervious to the winter snow. 
Where frozen moss, and pine-fringe, spread 

Carpets, of brown and green, below : 
In summer, His a fair retreat, 
Sleeping in shadows, cool and sweet. 
The breeze, the murmuring branches, tossing. 
The fitful streaks of sunshine crossing. 
With chirping of the flitting bird. 
As steps, the brooding silence, stirr'd ; 
A place for day-dreams, ere the heart 
Has felt its fresh green spring depart. 
Leaving an arid waste instead, 
Of blighted hopes, and feelings dead. 
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A large wild looking throng of men 
Is gathered in that sheltered glen, 
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Clothed in the Indian's warlike dress. 
To tread the winter wilderness ; 
Cassocks of hair around them laoed. 
With knife and hatchet at the waist, 
The buUet pouch and powder horn 
Around each brawny shoulder borne : 
Tall muskets slung upon their backs, 
Or placed, for instant use, in stacks, 
With beaver's fur the temples capp'd, 
Thick deer-skin leggins downward wrapp'd 
To the quiU'd moccasin's warm sheath, 
The broad fiat snow-shoe thong'd beneath. 
Yet though alike the features show 
The war-paint's black and crimson glow, 
A steadfast scrutinizing gaze, 

The white-man, in his oval face. 
And Indian, in hid. serpent blaze 

Of eye, and bony cheeks, could trace. 

ZII. 

Tlie kindled pine-knots, spattering, stream, 
Dimm'd by the sun, in pallid gleam* 
To feed jthe pile high blazing, some 
Cleave sj^linters, blister'd thick with gum, 
Or from the faded hemlocks near, 

The wither'd bark of tinder peel, 
While others, from a slaughter'd deer, 

Busily dress iheir forest meal. 
Some couch upon the frozen ground, 
Some launch their tomahawks around, 
Where twisted root, and bending tree 
&and, for a fancied enemy. 
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ZIII. 



But now, quick striding forms, they note 

Along the hollow's darkening throat. 

They hail the band with guarded shouts. 

La Moyne returning with his scouts ! 

The seeming traders, that so free 

Thy precincts trod, Schenectady ? 

Oh hadst thou not the danger scom'd, 

Of whicji the trail too truly warn'd, 

Nor scofTd at him, whose instincts caught 

The wo with which its sight was fraught. 

Then hadst thou scaped the flame's red breath, 

Despair, and agony, and death. 



XIV. 

Day, in the lowest west now cowers, 

The lustrous mantle with him borne, 
That, since his flight on wings of hours 

From the east's portal, he had worn. 
In place, the dull thick cloud has spread 
Its dusky blotting haze o'erhead, 
Close narrowing the horizon's bound ; 

While a few snow-flakes, swerving^ sail. 
Like blossoms, that the breath of May 
Shakes from the white garb'd cherry-spray. 

Then thickening to a. light, loose veil 
Woven of spangles, fluttering round : 
Wilder the flakes chaotic teem 
Until the gauzy atoms stream 
In slant lines downward steadily 
On mountain, valley, roof, and tree, 
Save when the wind, now rising fast 
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To the fyi fury of a. Ma^, 

Fitfully sweeps the gray streak'd base 

Into a dim and whirling maze. 

The village dwellings scarcely show . 

Their outlines in the mist of snow : 

Bound the church belfry, whirls and floats 

A quivering swarm of silvery motes. 

And a white netlike- curtain falls 

Across the fort's large looming walla. 

Mo colors tell the daylight's pass^ 

But darkness thickens to -a mass. 

The blast, aroused, sweeps wildly by, 

First," with far moan and wailing cry, 

Thei^ in fierce shocks, like surges scoit. • - 

Dashing across the firmament. 

High o'er the deep-toaed rush, a clear , 

Keen piercing whistle strikes the ear. 

As though the blast, by fiends bestrode^ 

Shriek'd wild beneath their torturing goad* 

Through the black gloom, hurl'd clouds of miow 

Spinning alpflt and dashing low, 

Shoot in an instant flash of white. 

Athwart the ^zer's dizzy sight. > 

XV. 

The pines, as sweeps the tempest o'er. 
Now roll out sounds like, ocean's roar. 
Now hiss, as though they sought, in rage^ 

Tossing their strong arms high and -&ee) 
Fierce freedom-striving war to wage 

Against their rushing enemy. 
In circling robes of sci^tter'd snow 
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They twist and bend tn BtxticriiAf throe, - 
As falls the drifted avalanqhe, 
They tremble to theii* inoK^st branch, 
Then, shaking off their loads, again 
They wild renew the conflict vain. 

XVI. 

Hours creep apace-^be storm more wild ; 
More high the drifts are dash'd and piled. 
And thicker, through the pall of night, 
Flakes stream and whirl in ghastly white. 

XVII. 

Within a hut of logs, around 

Its hearth, the hunters group together: 
They hear the madden'd tempest^s sound — 

They mark the frost the casement feathei^-^ 
The crackling fire casts glances red, 
Upon the rafters cross'd o'erhead, 
On huge moose-antlers, ruddy shines. 
Chequers the garments from their tines, 
Bathes paw of bear, and panther^s tusk, 

Otter's, and beaver's glossy hides, 
And water-rat's brown skin of musk. 

Hung round the cabin's bulging sides. 
While in the comers of each wall 
Are group'd the rifles slim and talH 
The hoands are crouching by the blaze. 
Slow winking in their dozing gaze ; 
The blister'd drops of sap ei^ude 
In shrill hiss, from the steaming w?X)d ; 
Within, the genial ruby light, 
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Wkhottt, the black, c(dd, sloniij ntght, 
Contrasting, kindle in the hreaaC, 
Peelings of eorafoity and oi rest. 

XYIII. 

In slumber wrappM, the trader lies ; 

The wind-steed's tiample through the skies 

And the blent tumuh of the night 

People his dreams with visions dread. 
That awful rush ! is that the flight 

Of the Hartz-demon, vengeanoe-led, 
From his black haunt, his wrath to wreak? 
Is that the flying yictim's shriek ? 
Are those wild sounds, its mournful cries 
As talon-grasp'd, it slowly dies ? 
The slumberer wakes — ^the sweeping blast 

Bears on the panther's thrilling scream, 
The wolf's sad howl is lengthening past, 

The mystic voices of his dream ; 
And as the visions leave his brain. 
Into deep rest he glides again. 
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Circling a table — flagon strew'd— 
The soldiers sit in jocund mood. 
Around the fort the tempest howls, 
Thitik, . solid seeming darkness scowls. 
But what reck they? with song and shout 

Merrily speeds the festive scene, 
Loud laughter greets the tawny scout 

As starting, when, more shrill and keen 
Swells on the ear die furious gale. 



^ 



& 



- 



(na> 

He matters ^£ the mcMming'g trail. 
One, the most reokleoB of the hAad 

Viewing the scout with scornful eyes, 
Fierce smites the tahie with his.. hand, 

And swinging high his goblet, cries, 
''Fill, comrades, fill, the wine is bright! 
We'll drink the soldiers life to night. 
Sing, comrades, sing, die wind shall be 
The chorus to our harmony. 
This talk forbeegr, no trails we fear f 
Tliy boding's naught — ^no foe is near! 
A guardian kind is Winter old ! 
He rears his barriers, white and cold 
And frozen forests in the track . 
Between us and fierce Frontenac 
Hark to the blast, how wild his sweep! 
He shouts his chorus strong and deep ; 
How beats the snow ! we envy not, 
This bitter night, the sentry's lot. 
Our comrades at the gates, must feel . 
The driving sleet, like points of steel ! 
Fill, and let thanks to Fortune flow. 
For wine and fire, not blast and snow ; 
Fill, till the brim is gleaming bright, 
We'll drink the soldier's life to-night T 

XX. 

Merrily sounds the music strain ! 
Merrily tread the bridal train! 
Merrily, merrily, song and jest 
Echoes find in every breast ! 
L3mtie smiles a blushing bride, 
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Sybmnt joyous at ker' nde. 
Seems not eanh an Bden bright 
To their oloudleM, bliMful sight I 

xzi. 

Amid the pleasure-seeking band. 
Gayest, the faithless sentrie^ stand ; 
As loudly rings the bridal -cheer 
One whispers m the other's ear, 
''Sure, comrade, this is better fate 
Than holding musket at a gate ! 
Let the frost sting-^the wind rush by t 
Our shapes of snow can both defy* 
Our captain, trust me, comes not ferth 
To fiice this blustering oi the North, 
And in the gloom, no eye cmi tsil 
Image of snow from sentinel ! 
Black Brom, with nimble elbow, biings 
Feet-lifling music from his strings ; 
Come to the dance, and let us spend 
The hours, until our watch shall end." 

XXII. 

Forth from the howling forests, dow, 

Stemming the fury of the blast. 
Dark throngs are striving through the snow, 

•They reach the palisade at last. 
Each knife is bared, each musket grasp'd, ' 
For strength renewM the breath is gasp'd. 
Amidst its drifts the gate, wide dpread. 
Seems to invite the entering tread. 
On — ^ha, a sentry here ! but no ! 
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The hatchet smkcr m Ibnns of snow ; 

Quick, through the passage, rush the hand. 

Quick they divide o& every hand ; 

Lonely and trackless are the streets, 

Bloek'd with deep banks — iio light — no sound 
Within the dwellkigs gronp'd around. 

The wind about each opmer beats. 

Whirling the dri^ in blinding sheets. 

Montigni leads — a light breaks near, 

The hunters bending o'er their cheer ! 

Another streaks with bronze a pine 

Fast slumbering trader, it is thine ! 

Mantet draws near the fort — ^within 

Loud swells the reckless wassail-din ! 

La Moyne beside a. window stoops. 

Merrily step the dancing groups t 

Till round each roof-tree is the foe 

With weapons ready for the blow. 

XXIII. 

One moment more — still deep the cheer ! 
Still runs the dream its wild career ! 
Still flows the wine-cup free and red ! 
And still to music bounds the tread! 
While every other fabric seems 
Cast in the solemn spell of dreams : 
The next; more fierce, more terrible 
Than the wild tempest's wildest swell, 
So blended that they seem one yell, 

The war-whoops burst upon the scene: 
A thousand frighted eagles, driven 
From eyrie peaks by lightnings riven, 
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A thousand mftdden'd panthers, dashing 
Midst forest-fires M round them flashings • 

Awake not sounds more wild and keen, 
Than those that rend and pierce the air. 
Bursting and ringing everywhere 
Quick swell on swell — as though had risen 
The loosen'd demons from their prison 

To howl and riot through the night, 
And, mingling with those horrid cries, 
Crashings of door and casement rise 

With shrieks of agony and fright : 
Wo, to the death surrounded, wo I 
In vain the rushings to and fro! 
In vain the flight ! — the hatchet's blow — 
The knife's quick plunge^4he crimson flow-— 
The heavy fall-— the triumph yell— 
The scream, the groan, sad havoc tell. 
La Moyne, in headlong fury, dashes 

With Ms wild band, amidst the dance. 
His eye, in stem triumphant flakes 

Meets Lyntie's terror-stricken glance ; 
He hears her shriek through ringing whoops, 
He sees her form through struggling groups, 
Sybrant is at her side, with knife 
Tom from a savage in the strife. 
Deadly tmd quick the blade is gleaming, 
But blood from many a wound is streaming, 
La Moyne has reach'd them — ^lifted high 

His hatchet sinks — as Sybrant gasps 
Dying beneath, with eager cry 

Lyntie's crouch'd swooning form, he grasps. 
He bears her to the door, but dash'd 
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Asunder hj the rttshing erowd-— 
A w^ndenng tomahawk has flash'd — 

Again her shriek rings wild and loud. 
Her blood is gushing red and fast, 
A quivering sigh — it is her last. 
Motionless stands La Moyne, about 
Flash torch and steely swell scream and shout, 
Motionless stands he, where, oh where 

His lawless hopes — his passion burning, 
To the fierce writhings of despair, 

To everlasting curses, turning! 
For this, through weary days, his feet 
The boundless winter snows had beat, 
For this, his hand has helped to send 
The boh on those that oall'd him friend, 
The cloud has knelted at his breath! 
He grasp'd at bliss and finds but death! 

XXIV. 

Fiercer, the tide of slaughter swells, 
Fast plies the torch, wild burst the yells, 
The war-whoop fills the trader's ear, 

He sees, just wakened from his dream. 

The Caughnewaga's eye«balls gleam* 
Up as he starts in shuddering fear, 
Down falls the cold, keen, searching knife, 

And weltering in his couch* of red 
He feels amidst his gasps for life. 

The clutched scalp peeling from his baad. 
The hunters to their rifles bound-— 
In vain — ^in vain — ^the foe is round ! 
Quick arms the tomahawk are flinging. 
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The musket loud and hat is ringing, 
Dark figures, at their throats, are fringing, 

Wo to the struggling hunters, wo ! 
At dawn, the trotting moose may speed. 
The deer in laurel thickets feed, 
And the wolf sleep — ^with naught to heed, 
They, who so oft had made them bleed, 

The coverts, never more shall know. 

XXV. 

High towers the smoke — ^fierce burst the flames, 

Down crash in heaps the dwelling frames, 

Fearfully black, the sky scowls o'er, 

Fearfully bright, the fir^-fioods pour 

Their splendor ; while like sable walls, 

Around the close horizon falls. 

Red embers mix with showering flakes. 

Shrieks rise, roofs sink, forms struggle past, 
And the shrill quavering war-whoop shakes 

In peals upon the howling blast. 
Here aims Montigni's musket-^there 
Red Agnier's hatchet cuts the air, 
D'Iberville's tread is told by screams, 
The knife of Repentigni gleams ; 
The mother, at the shiver'd door 

Dying, beholds her infant, dash'd 
In shrieks, upon the groaning floor 

Smeared with crush'd brain— ^with life*blood splash'd ; 
Sons sink beside their gray-hair'd sires, 

Sister, by brother, Ueeding lies. 
While louder roar the raging fires 

And blacker scowl the stormy skies. 
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X3CVI. 

The high debauch had higher sweH'd, 
BrimmM to the lip the wine was held, 
Hark ! the first whoop ! the scout turns pale. 
Another quavers on the gale 
Arm ! arm, the savage comes f too late t 
The foe is bursting through the gate ; 
Stem Mantet, with his yelling horde, 
Bounds on the wild recoiling board. 
Halberd meets hatchet, bayonet, knife, 
But vain the struggle — short the strife ? 
Lock'd in stem throttle to the last, 
The scout, beneath his foe, was cast, 
I^ch, who so late, the goblet drain'd, 
Fell by the danger he disdain'd ; 
But, scorning mercy in his pride. 
Each strove and struggled till he died. 

X X V 11 . 

On, on, the torrent rolls its wrecks. 

But now its might a barrier checks. 

From a strong ibrt-like dwelling, dart 

Quick streaks of death ; with dauntless heart 

Vrooman is there, his hearth to save, 

Or, in its ruins, find his grave. 

Shrill peal the whoops around his walls. 

But at each shot, a foeman falls. 

Pours, from without, the leaden rain, 

He hurls the death ball back again : 

From loop to loop he quickly bounds^ 

Quickly his fatal musket sounds ; 

In the stern fire-flood's lurid glow 
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Reddening, ftll Toaady Uke blood, the now, 

The grim and threatening looks^ he sees, 

Of his wild, ba£M enemies, 

Some, at the loops, aim fniitleeB ball, 

801:^0 shake the door-bolts, but to fell, 

He marks their gestures fieroe with rage, ^ 

But dtill his i^ts the contest wage : 

Thus on he strives— 4he smoke clouds fill 

Each stifling roOm--4ie struggles still : 

Ha ! is yon door ajar ! he flies-* 

A shriek-^-his wife beside him dies. 

With maddea'd strength, he dashes back 

An entering savage on his track : 

Again bis bullets smite his foes, 

Again the door defies their blows : 

He start8~-*i8 that his daughter speeding 

Bearing his infant ? back ! but vain«— 

He hears a sudden cry of pain- 
Down dash'd, his mangled child is bleeding. 
Yet dauntless, he, the fight prolongs, 
Till, spent with toil, (he baffled throngs 

As the foiPd panther slow withdraws 
Growling^ from oft repeated leaps, 

Leave him, proud meed all efierts worth I 
With fame that still tradition keeps, 
A conqueror at his household hearth! - 

A victor in a holy cause ! 

XXVIII. 

Many, meanwhile, had sought to win 
Safety, the forest-depths within ; 
Half-clad— ^ach snowflake stings afresh 
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Their bleeding, raw, yet fireesang £Mi; 

Now, in the hollows, plunging deep^ 

Now, through the twined swamp, forced to creep, 

The roof-flames touching into grim 

And spectral shapes, trunk, stump, and limb ^ 

Frequent, from cave and thicket-lair, 

They hear deep growls — see eye-balls glare ; 

Dark gliding figures cross their ^ay 

Howling and gnashing for their prey } 

Whilst now and then, shrieks, blendii^ dread 

With snarls and clicking teeth, denote 
Some doom'd wretch, from his torpid bed. 

Waking, with wolf-fangs at his throat. 
But on they press, for yells and screams, 

Borne wildly by . the raging wind, 
And the doom'd hamlet's burning gleams . 

Tell, that destruction is behind. 

xzix. 

The lingering morning dawn'd at last ; 

Bright wheel'd the sun the mountains o'er, 
Away, the furious storm had pass'd. 

Nature, in quiet, slept once more. 
Stainless the sky, save where one spot 
Spread o'er the blue, a darkening blot. 
As though a frowning demon hover'd 
Above a scene his blight had cover'd ; 
The foe was gone, but sad, oh, sad 
The scenes, of late, so bright and glad ; 
There, were charr'd beam, and blflcken'd wall, 
And rafler tottering to its fall, 
Here, a pale waste of ashes, there 
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Coals kindU^ic ib the keen cold air r 
Fragments, half bum'd, of door, and shed. 
And houscboM thiDgs aroond were spread ; 
From, some, the flames yet fitful broke, 
Slowly from ethers oozed the smoke ; 
U{)0() the hard stamp'd snow, smirch'd o'er 
With mingled stains of soot and gore, 
Heaps of gash'd mangled limbs were strewM^ 
By blctod and frost together glued ; 
Amidst the ^rtress-ruins lay 
Wrecks of crush'd forms, in sad array, 
All scorch'd and blacken'd with the flame 
That had not paused its prey to claim j; 
Vrooman's strong blockhouse still arose^ 
Spared to. his' valor by his fbei^ 
And still the church its fabric raised, 
Its firm stone walls with smoke o'erglaa^d^ 
With a few roofs, that, scatterM rounds 
Protection froin the torch had found. 

At length, a wretched throng, toil-spent 

With the night's freezing banishment. 

Came crouching through the woods, but naught 

Of life, was in the seene they sought ; 

All, all was lone tCtid silent there. 

Death, grimly frowning with despair. 

Yet not despair — a holy strength 

Bnters thdr bleeding hearts, at length ; 

Withjn those sacred walls, unrhren, 

As thoi^h to pcmtl the soul to heaven. 

They breathe ^e solema prayer, and raise 
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In thankful strfttns^ the soog of praise. 
To Him-*the Holy One, aboye. 

Who gives and takes in wisest mighty 
Who chastens in His tender love. 

Who is the Way— the Truth— Ae Light* , 

XXXI. * 

Quickly, the forest region through. 
The tidings of the slaughter flew | 
Tionondaga's wigwams, where 

The sparkling Mohawk waters marry 
The bright, the beautiful Schoharie^ 
Hent shouts of vengeance on the air : 
Smoked is the council calumet, 
The blazon'd battle-post is set, 
Each robe is mark'd with hostile types, 
The war-paint shows its gleaming stripes. 
And bounding fiercely in the ring. 
Hatchet and club wild brandishing, 
Each savage rocks, with stamping feet 
To guttural song, and drum's dead beat, 
Now, front to front, they swing, and wield 
Their weapons, as in battle-field, 
Plunging the knife-— -the hatchet swaying, 
Feature and limb convulsive playing, 
Till, at the short shrill whoop, again 
Bach follows each, in circling train. 

XXXII. 

The war dance o'er, each warrior speeds. 
His mind but one fierce vei^eM thoogbt^ 

Upon the stealthy trail that leads 
To wJiere the late dark deeds were wrought. 
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ZXXIII. 

The hardy colonists too rose. 

To follow the retreating foes; 

The rifle from its nook was taken. 

The axe lay on its pile forsaken. 

The mountain, down the hunter, sent» 

The settler from his clearing went, . 

The shingle-weaver left his camp, 

The glen's snow show'd the woodman's isampf 

The lumberer chain'd his jarring mill. 

Each busy haunt was lone and stiU, 

As all, with bosoms firm and true, 

^uick gather'd to the rendezvous. 

XXXIV. 

Winter's wild voice was in the woods, 

His ermine robe o'er all was cast, 
But quickly through the solitudes 

The roused and stem Avengers pass'd ; 
Houndlike, the foe's trail, tracking swifl. 
They laugh'd to scorn the blast and drift. 
And well amidst the fleeing band, 

Hatchet and musket, knife and blade 
With reckless and unsparing hand 

The midnight massacre repaid. 
Long did the memory of that trail 
Turn the fierce Caughnewaga pale, 
When, boasting in the lodge and dance, 

His fiendish deeds of blood and flame. 
O'er his Wild mind, in trandent glance, 

The horrors of XhBX vengeance camei 
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And long did ruthless Frcmtenao 

Remember the invader's blow, 
Though striking deep, is beaten back, 

By rights in twafold force and wo. 

X I X V. 

But eh! though on La Moyne fell not 

Quick yengeance ; yet all af^ertime 
Made his dark life a dreary lot, 

The fearful meed hr fearful crime ! 
A wandexing miserable man — 
He lived beneath a blighting ban ; 
And when the vulture ceased to gnaw 

His bleeding heart, where cedars join 
Their glocnny shades of shuddering awe, 

In a deep chasm, was laid La Moyne. 
And when tO0| winds and melting snows 
Had swept the bones from their repose, 
The hollow echo'd to the cries 
Of wolves^ fierce fighting for their pria^ 

XXXVI. 

Amid a soft and -sylvan scene, 

Where the light graceful willow wept, 
And roses draped a fairy screen, 

Sybrant and L3mtie sweetly slept. 
In vernal days the robin made 
Her nest within the budding shade; 
When glow'd the moon^crowu'd summer night 
The mounds were bathed in holy light, 
Rich autumn shower'd his dyes, and shed 
His hazy sunshine o'er the dead, 
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And pure smooth robes e'en winter gave 
To deck and guard each peaceful grave. 

XXZVII. 

And now the pine, whose mighty life 

Was green, in that wild winter night, 

Not two short hundred rings have twined ; 
The eagle, that when rose the strife, 

From his steep eyrie wheel'd his flight, 
Still launches vigorous on the wind ; 
The mountains still uprear their sides; 
Below, the lovely river glides ; 
But bh, the scene how changed ! how bright 

The valley with its sloping belte-^ ' 
How wide beneath the gazer's sight 

The glorious landscape smiles and melts; 
Green wave-like meadows, here, are spread, 
There, woodland shades are sweetly shed. 
In deepening gold, there glows the wheat, 
And' there the rye-field's vying shee);. 
Rich honied odors, here, are borne 

From- buckwheat blooms by breezes kiss'd, 
There, furrbw'd ranks of tassell'd com 

Fade greenly in the summer mist: 
Where* stood grim fort and palisade. 
Thick roofs and spires are now display M ; 
Where whoops arose, and life-blood flowM, 
Steam shoots along its iron road ; 
Where frown'd the forest wide and dark. 
The smooth canal now bears its^ark; 
And round, in myriad numbers, press 
The signs of peace and. plenteousness* 



i^s 



=7 







1 



BBS 



SZ 



K=SC 



^ 



'^ ■ " ■ 



^ 



(126) 



NOTE. 



At like tveakiiig ont of hpstmtiM botweoi F^nce and fiigland in 
1900, Frantonac, governor of Canada, diBpatched Aree ezpeditioiis, 
one destined against New- York, one against New-Hampshire, and 
one against Maine. That destined against New-York, was^Mmposed 
of about two hondred French, of whom Mantet* La Moyne, Mentigni 
and R^[wntigni were officers, and fiAy Caughnewaga Indians led by 
the Great Agnier, all wearing the paint and dress of the natives. After 
a twenty-two days' march of the greatest haidship» threkigh wild md 
oontinaoiis ibrasts, blocked with, the snows of a northern winter, beat- 
ing their path by the aid of snow-shoes, the party on the morning of 
the eighth of Febroary, 1690, came to within a few miles of Seheneo- 
tady« then the frontier post of New- York. 

The hostile operations of the expedition had been originally designed 
against Albany, but the plan being changed, scouts were sent forward 
to rtoconnoitre Schenectady, which was now determined upon m^h» 
point of attack. The inhabitants relying upon the immense tract of 
nowy wilderness that lay between themselves and Quebec, and the 
severity oi the season, entertained no apprehwunm ef danger, and ttie 
scouts entered the village, without molestati«i or even eaoitiiig suv* 
picion* Although the place was surrounded by a palisade, and main- 
tained a gairison, the gates of the former were left eontinuaUy open, 
and the sokKeni of the lattM* kept but a relaxed and inefficient guaid. 

The night of the 8tb fell with a strong tempest of wind and snow. 
Such was the security felt, that the sentinels, whose duty it was ta 
guard the two gates with which the palisade was pierced, stationed 
images of enow at their poirts, and went to a wedding that took place 
that evening. At midnight the French and Indians st<^ firam their 
covert and entered the village through one of the open gates without 
ofastmction. Dividing themselves into small paities, they smfonnded 
and set fire to almost every dwelling, and waged indiscrimiQaite 
slaughter amidst the surprised and unguarded inhabitants. The gar- 
rison was forced, and, after a ieeble resistance, the sddiers were de- 
stroyed and the fort burned. ' 

liie only effectual defence was made by Adam Yrooman, wbo* fkm 
his dwelling, returned the fire of the enemy with fatal effect ; and al- 
thon^ he saw hie wife and chikl perish in the oonffict, peisevBted in 
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hii rariflUnce until h» not only siicoeMled in repefliliff hia availante, 
but eiEtorted from thera a promise, if he would cease from bis effortB, 
that liis life should be saved, and his building spared from, the flames, 
which promise was performed. 

A few of the villagers, escaping from the fury o( the onset fled into 
the forest, and with several Mohawk Indians who hapjpened to be in 
the place, and vHiose- lives were protected through the policy of the 
French, cairied the first news of the massacre throughout the adjoining 
country. The Indian wtlleiBent at the confluence of the Slohawk 
river with the Schoharie creek sent their warriore, who, joined by the 
white inhabitants sectored through the wild region, struck the trail 
of the ratreating enemies, and amply revenged, by the daughter of 
a large nnmber of the iurodefB, the inhuman bwbwities perpetrated 
at SeheaeQtady. 
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THE FAIXS OF THE MONaAUP.* 

> SrRUGOLtNe along the mouiUain padi^ 
We hear, amid the gloom, 
Like a roused giant's voice of wrath, 
A deep-toned, sullen boom i 
' Emerging on the platform high, 
Burst sudden to the startled eye 
Rocks, woods, and waters, wild and rude— - 
A scene of savage solitude. 

Swift as an arrow from the bow, 

Headlong the torrent leaps, 
Tlien tumbling round, in dazzling sqqw 

And dizzy whirls it sweeps ; 
Then, shooting through the narrow aisla 
Of this sublime cathedral pile, 
Amidst its vastness, dark and grim, 
It peals its everlasting hymn. 

Pyramid on pyramid of rock . 

Tower upward wild and riven, 
As piled by Titan hands to mock 

The distant smiling heaven. 
And where its blue streak is display'd. 
Branches their emerald network braid 

* The falls of the Mongaiip are m Sullivan county, N. Y. Tliey V9 
ntnated in the heart of the forest 
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So high, the angle io hk flight . 
Seems but a dt>t upon the sight. 

Here eolumii'4 benilocks point io air 
Their eoae^like fringes green ; 

Their t^uijiks hang knotted, black and bare, 
Like spectres o'er the scene ; 

Here lolly crag and deep abyss, 

And awe-inspiring precipice ; 

There grottoes bright in wave-worn gloss, 

And carpeted with velvet moss. 

No wandering ray e'er kissed with light 

This rock-wall'd sable pool, 
Spangled with foam-gems thick and whitey 

And slumbering deep and cool ; 
But where yon cataract roars down, 
Set by the sun, a rainbow crown 
Is dancing o'er the dashing strifes- 
Hope glittering o'er the storm of life. 



e^ 



Beyondy.the smooth and mirror'd sheet 

So gently steab along. 
The very ripples, murmuring Msweet, ** 

Scarce drown the wild bee's song ; 
The violet from the grassy side 
Dips its blue chalice in the tide ; ' 
And) gliding o'er the leafy brink, 
The deer, uiifrighten'd, stoops to dri&k« 

Myriads of man's time^measured ra6e - 
Have vanish'd from the earth, 
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Nor left a memory <^ their traee, 

Since first this seene had birth; 
These waters, thundering now along, 
Join'd in Creation's matin^song; 
And oalj by their dial-trees 
Have known the lapse of centuries ! 






A DBJ5AM. 

A SIMPLE sprig of myrtle ! as the stem 

Clustered with dark green glossy leaves, was placed 

Within my grasp, gay visions and bright scenes 

Thronged round me as by magic ; the soft spell 

Of music had been cast upon my soul, 

Melting it with delicious cadences 

Dying upon the ear, or with swift flights 

Bearing it upward, as on n^ings, to heaven. 

Beautiful forms were floating in the dance ; 

Beings, whose looks of radiant loveliness 

Were blended, like the rainbow, in one blaze 

Of ravishing splendor ; here, the laughing eye 

Tinged with the hue that robes the violet. 

And there, the large bright orb of ebony 

Kindling quick flame, where'er its glances fell'; 

Yet, as I gazed upon the glossy gift. 

The present vanish'd from me, and above 

The glowii^,- glorious sky of Italy, 

So glowing, and so glorious. Fancy well 
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Might deem it the spresd garmeat of the mm, . 
Shone in ite beauty ; olive vales spzead out, 
And myrtle-boweis sprung xound me; ivied walls 
And mouldering columns w«re before my eye: 
While, in* the distance, like a sapphire, gleam'd 
Bjtight Maggior§ dotted with its isles. 
I lived, I breathed in that rich purple clime. 
Where Life's bright cup is brimmM with sparkling 
That steep the soul in deepest happiness. 
And then I thought those beautiful dark eyes 
Beaming beside me, full of light and soul. 
Were glittering undemeadi that brilliant heaven, 
Which the magnificent southern moon had made 
One sheet of silver ; and that clustering haii^ 
Black as the raven'a plumage, was entwined- 
With Italy's green myrtle wreaths and flowers, 
Aad the sweet tones oi that infec^im leugh 
Were sousiding* o'n the spangled waters, bleat 
Witii the low mtastCL of the <' light guitar," 
As the swift gondola darted on its way. 
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And then the visdon changed. I was in S^in. 

Slopes mantled widi their vineyards, rose around; 

The lemon gleam'd, a ^t of gold, amongst 

Its polish *d foliage ; streams like silvery threads, 

Olitter'd mid bordering epires, while high,- afar 

The Pyrenees, like-giant-monarchs stood. 

With crowns of. silver, and with purple robes, 

As if to ^uard this scene of loveliness. 

The air seem'd . peopled with the gay Antique 

That witness'd the Alhambra in its pride, 

Grenada'^s golden towers, and all the bright 
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And gorgmoB scants of Ta&kk'd chiTabrj. 
Within a pleasuit gkids, upon whoae grass 
The eofk-tree threw its -shadow, I heheld • 
A group of peasants daaoing. 

Then I thoughl 

Thy buoyant^ graoefiil step, was bounding free 

Within the manes of that meny dance 

To the light olioking of the castanet c 

And as the hours flew by, and radiant Day - 

Sank prostrate (Xi.the snow of some high peak. 

With, erknaon mantle, and with golden plame, 

While boughs gave birth to shadews, and the air, ' 

Rich with the orange-fragrance,- bore along - • 

The silvery ringing of ^b» Spanish bell 

From some &r xsenvent, and « the vesper hymn 

Floated o'er Guadalquiver's glittering breast ; 

I deem'd that thou wert straying by the side* 

Of that weird stream, whose sands are made of gold 

Like that of olden lable» Iklening deep 

To the wild tales of those high passionate hearts, 

That beat so fiercely in the battle*storm 

And throbb'd so fondly to the thoughts of love* 

And as the Eve rose darkling^ from the West, 

And look'd upon thee with her diamond eye, 

Palpable images of those days came ; 

The tujrban'd Moor upon his war*steed, bom 

His lance m rest, and on his breast his lyre. 

Pemion, and scarf, and falchion flashed ; the knight 

Knelt at the ^et of his fair '< lady«.bve," 

Castles frown'd blackly o'er the mountain-pass^ 

And palaces gleamM brightly in the sun. 
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The vision thus was glowing', wrapping up 
My thoughts and Jeelings, when a jesting word 
Utter'd by some gay passer-by, destroy'd* • 
The fairy hap^ speli, and I awoke. 
The waltz was circling by mg, and again 
Music, with her invisible feet, now crept 
Slowly and soflly, and now bounded high 
With her gay promptings, and I dreain'd no mote, 



BRADY'S LEAP. 

The foOewiHg incident ecomed in the year vm. The individiial 
refenred to was Captain Samnel Brady, a not^ hnater and Indian 
fighter, in the region about the Ohio river. 

A STRIPE of sky its sunshine threw 

Upon a sylvan glade. 
On which the. circling- forest drew . 

Its pictured shapes of shade ; 
'Twas spotted with low thickets, where 
Throbb'd the faint pulses of the air, 

Beatings of Nature's sleep : 
Beside, no motion of a thing, 
Nor chirp, nor flutter of a wing, 

Came o'er the stillness deep. 

But now, far shouts and steps were heard 

Within llie forest's breast, 
Approaching nearer^ till the bird 

Flew frighten'd from its nest ; 
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TUl boagh» Aikl moflHii and gnm wevt ?i& 
With myriad throngs of tiny life 

Circliiig and murmuring ronnd. 
And the who^ geane^ so lately still, 
In leaping forms and vcHces shrill, 

Woke startled at the sound. 



With laugh^ and yell of joy, and hata, 

A savage group burst in, 
Like demons met to celebrate 

A fisstival of sin. 
Some stripped a neighboring sapling bare, 
Some dragg'd and bound a white man thelre, 

And round him branches piled ; " 

Whilst all keen knife and hatohet grasfi^'d, 
With eyes that glowM, and breasts that gaspM 

To hold their orgies wild. 

Madd'ning for their fierce revelry 

Still nearer press'd the throng. 
Then burst in horrid mocking glee 

Loud whoop and boisterous song. 
Woman's shrill tones and Manhood's shout 
And childish shrieks rung echoing out. 

Upon the sunny air; 
But not a fear the lone one shook j 
He glanced around with lofty look, 

Undarkened by despair. 

Through the piled boughs red streaks of flame, 

Like darting serpents ran, 
Still not a tremor thrilled die frame 
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Of that boond, helpless man. 
He yiew'd, with calm find equal bfeath, 
T%e fiashfing cuiis of coming death ; - 

The same in soul as though 
His deadly rifle still he bore, 
A dauntless hunter warrior, 

With bosom to his foe. 

Now to the chant, in circling dance 

Writhed every bounding limb, 
And every fiend-like countenauce 

Grew still more black and grim; 
Some whirlM their hatchets round his head 
With starting eye-balls burning red, 

And teeth with rage that gnashM ; 
Some scorch'd his shrinking skin with brandsi 
Or, blood-drops spirting o'er their hands, 

With knives his bosom gash'd. 

At length a mother, at whose hreatt 

A trembling infant clung. 
Close to the suffering victim pressM 

With loud and scornful tongue. 
A hope fiashM o'er him; quick as thought, 
With giant grasp the child he caught 

And hurl'd it in the blaze ; 
Then, as all rush'd to where it lay 
He snapp'd the shrivelling thongs away» 

And vanish'd from their gaze. 

Now, hunter^ urge thy fleet career! 
Let not a muscle fiult 



^ 



0- 



xe 



ss 



^ 



& 



' 



^ 



\ 



( i«« ) 

Like wolves that scent the flying deer, 

Swift &et are on thy trail ; 
Dash through the thicket — ^leap the moancU^ 
Thy fbemen's shoutings nearer sound, 

On, on, pause not for hreath ! 
A shot has grazed that sheltering tree ; 
Rush down this steep declirity ! 

For close hehind is death. 

Witiiin the clustering swamp he springs 

To seek some darken'd nook, 
Now hy the pendent hemlock swings 

Across the laurel-hrook. 
The bear from covert, snorting, wakes, 
The snake his warning rattle shakes^ 

But on the hunter flies; 
Breathless , he climbs the broken hill, 
Below, the foemen follow still. 

And still their war*whoops rise. 

But now, upon the burthenM air. 

Creeps a low steady roar ; 
The Cuyahoga tumbles there, 

Hope lights his breast once more. 
He knows the spot — ^through narrow rocks 
The torrwit beats with billowy . shocks, 

A war-horse clothed with white, 
Thundering along its curbless way 
Flinging its mane-like showers of spray 

Athwart the yawning night. 

One glance-— «bove the hill's steep edge 
Ascending war-plumes float; 
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fife'boiftkdsto whet6 a Htxf ledge 

Jut^ o'er the torrent's throat ; 
Nenring his strength one instant there, 
His leaping figure cuts the air. 
The dread ravine is pass'd ; 
And, as the i>affled ieemen shrink 
From the black chasm's terrific brink, 
His heart beats free at last. 

« 

Thick, screening branches, as they fly, 

Turn off the whizzii^ balls ; 
And now along the w.6stem sky 

The gold-fringed sunset &lls. 
And soon hto saw Night's mantle black. 
Folded omound his forest track. 

With friendly stars to guide. 
And when Mom wove her dappted woof| 
He sat beneath his cabin toof 

With glad ones at Us side* 



THE MUX 

Besids the narrow road that, winding, leads 

From the broad arch'd highway, the humble mill 

Rears its red-gabled front. The forest round 

Has fallen beneath the axe, to shape the nook 

For the sharp pointed roof, and wood-built dam 

Bridling the swampy streamlet to a pond 

Scattered with dead jagged trees and splinter 'd stumps, 



Ml 



18 



®= 



=c 



^ 



9^ 



And floating logs, round which, the frothy scum 
And drooping weeds are gadier'd. Stagnant, still. 
And gloomy aeeans the wide-spread ^heet, what time 
The sliding gate is lower'd: the slimy flume 
Looks dark ; the waters Ixickle o'er the dam, 
Or gush .irom some wide fissure ; aud the mill 
Is left to deepest .silence. But when moip» 
Bringing the daily task, upliAs the gate, 
The scene, like magic, changes : the smooth pond 
Breaks into slanting lines ; th^ scum whirls round ; 
The rough hlack logs sail, jostling, and the wee<te 
Stream in the dancing ripples: through the flume 
The waters rush in foam, the dusky wheel 
Whirls its huge circle, as die dashing flood 
Leaps on its buckets; grate and hum. succeed 
Throughout, the structure^ tiU the daylight dies. 
We enter in : a thin white dust is spread 
O'er walls, and bin^ and floor; huge swelling sacks 
Here, prone, or leaning each on each ; thei^ raised 
By sinewy hands on brawny backs, and brought 
With staggering efibrts to the porch, where stand 
The broad wheel 'd wagon, and the dozing steeds, . 
That now and then arouse to pick amidst 
The hay.mounds at their feet. The miller^ bluff 
And bustling, powder'd thickly o'er with white, 
Pours from the measure the bright golden com. 
Or dark brown buckwheat, in the hopper broad,' 
A level mass that in its midst, ^oo^ shows 
A hollow 'd spot, as swift the particles . 
Drop to the crushing grinding stones beneath ; 
Till funnel-shaped, the sliding load appears, 
And the light grains at last whirl round the mouth 
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Of the de«p p%maLge, and quiek disappear. 
From tbe lQiigj:ube9 within the box beaeatb, 
Streams the warm flour in readiness for the sack, 
And a strong- odor breathes Kke smitten Sint, 
Through th^ dim dusty air. 

Familiar, rude, 
And knoWA to all, this picture of the mill. 
Let all, theii) heed die lesscm. Industry 
Hews its <mn place amidst this crowded world; 
And standing in its humble path, sheds roun4 
Liie, comfort, by its presence. With a iumd 
That tires not, and a soul that never faintsi 
it brings prosperity around its home. 
And glads tiie bosom with perpetual amiles. 



THE FOREST TEMKjE. 

Osjofn pomp of the IVildemess! solemn and wild, 
Magnified. temple, for Solitude piled! ^ 

Its columnp the rocks, and its canopy, sky ; 
Its huge mountain-altar reared proudly on high* 
Round circle the Seasons : Spring dances along — 
It is breathing with fragrance and vocal with song; 
Its grass-carpet lifts to the steps of her showers ; 
At the wand of .her sunbeam come thronging its flowers. 
Bright, beautiful Summer her thick garland weaves, 
And its depths are made dim with her mantle of leaves ; 
There's a dancing, of shadows in ebony gloss, 
And gold-slants and sprinkles on blossom and moss. 
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Gay alchymiiit Antuma tmn«nutes, and behddf 
The emerald chmgad to rich enmsoii and gold ; 
There^s a glitter of gen]»-*-a proud blazdn of hues,' 
And silver misti forming, to melt with the dewa;^ 
The moon's splendor streams with more pomp from on high, 
And th*- star-(^sters glow with more light in the sky* 
Wild Winter on Fush^, with plouds o'er his biow^ 
His war^teed the tempest^-^his banner the snow; 
The temple stands blighted and mute M his glanoe, 
The glitter hpts &ded, and past is the dance, 
Till Spring,' with her soft looks and swieet smiles, agfXin 
Breathes joy, as the Despot abandooto his reign. 

And musicy srweet music, the temple gives fomh * 
When Winter has reach'd his stem home in the North ; 
The torrent'like stream, as, mad-foaming, it boundi, 
Loud raises, unceasingy its organ-like sounds ; 
There are voices of birds, and a murmur of bees, 
And soft strains of wind-harps breathed law throu^ the trees. 
And thunder o'er-roUing, and launching its crash, 
And the strong sheeted rains, as fierce downward tltl^y dftsh. 
And the wild blast, as onward it rages and Mw0t% ^ 
Whirling boughs -from their trees^— wrenching ttem ftoni 

their roots — . ^ 

The bee-song — the blast h3rmn — Ike chant of the flood} 
Sem upward hi praise to theiir Maker and GU)d. 

And other sounds forth, too, this temple hath oflEst, 
Sounds loud as the thunder, and fierce as the blast; ^ 
When Tyranny's hordes, grasping fetters, were led 
O'er a region that shuddered with wrath at their tread ; 
In an air that grew Mack, as their banners it fann'd. 
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Till the lierce stom of Vengeance thick curtained the land. 
'Twas the war.shout of Freedom ! and echoed hy men 
She poured down from mountain and rallied in glen, 
As proudly she spread her pure flag for the fray, 
And her young Eagle stretch'd his strong wings on her way. 
Oh, what though to earth that starr'd hapner was cast ! 
Olh, what though those wings were crushed down hy the 

blast ! 
BraTe hearts bore that banner — 'twas lifted anew; 
High hopes cheer'd those pinions — ^more lofty they flew ; 
Till Yiotory, loud as the roar of the sea, 
In heart-bursts were i^outed by men that were Free ! 



FOURTH OF JULY ODE. 

Oh, what is that sound swelling loudly on high 

Wherever our land shows its boundless dominions, 
And uncurb'd, with the stars and the stripes, in the laky 
Borne aloft by our flag, spreads our Elagle his pinions f 
'Tls an Empire's glad strain ! 
The Free, hailing agaih 
The day^ when their sires trod on sceptre and chain : 
And proudly their sons will remember this day, 
Till the last vfmve of time bears its glories away. 

Oppression strode on — ^the cloud gathei^d o'erhead, 

And Freedom beheld him, with scorn, from her station. 

Our Eagle'9 fierce eye blazed with wrath at his tread, 
Till the day that our land rear'd its front as a Nation. 
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TKea the red lightning Bptttng^ 

Then the thunder-bunt rung, 
'Twas the eye-fhush of Freedom-»the sound of her tongve ; 
Then proudly her sons will remember this day. 
Till the last wave of time bears its ^ories away. 

In its field stood the plough—^he axe ceased in the wood, 

From his log cabin gladly the wild hunter sallied, 
From city and glen, throngs were pour'd Uke^a floodf 
To the flag where the ranks of the valiant were rallied. 
Oh let Bunker's red height 
And let Trenton's wild fight 
Tell, how nobly our i^res bled and died for the right; 
Then proudly their sons will remember this day, 
Till the last wave of time b^&rs its glories away. 

On no happier clime than this broad land of ours, 

Does the sun his bright smiles of beneficence render, 
From dark Monns and bleak snows, to rich skies and sweet 
flowers^ 
Our flag, our proud flag, streams in starred and striped 
splendor ; 

Then with shouts of acclaim, 
And with bosoms of flame. 
Let us honor those mres whence our liberties cafiaet 
And proudly their sons will remember iJiis day. 
Till the last wave of time beArs its glories away. 
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THE GARDlSN. 

Wflsif the light . flourish of the biue-bird sounds^ 
Aad the south wind oomes blandly; when the sky 
Is soft^ in delicate blue with melting pearl 
Spotting its bosom, all- proolaimilig Springs 
Oh with' what joy, the garden-spot we greet 
Wakening from wintry slumbers. As we tread 
The branching walks, within its-hollow'd nook 
We see the violet by some lingering flake 
Of melting snow, its sweet eye lifting up 
As welcoming- our- presence. O'er our heads 
The fruit tree buds are swelling, and we hail - 
Our grateful tadt of moulding into form - 
The waste around us. The quick delving spade- 
Upturns the fresh and odorous earth. The rake v 
Smoofts the plump bed, pind i^ their furrow'd graves 
We drop the seed. The robin stops his wprk 
Upon the apple-bough, and flutters down 
Stealing, with oft check'd and uplifted foot^ 
▲nd watchful gaae bent quickly either side, 
Toward the ^U'n wealth of food around the mouth 
Of the light paper pouch upon the earth. 
But fearful of our motions, off he flies 
And stoops upon the grub the spade has thrown. 
Loose from its den beside the wounded root. 
Days pass along. The . pattering shower falls down 
And tbea^the warming sunshine. Tiny clifts 
Tell th^t thi» seed has tum'd itself and now 
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Is puling, up its stem. The verdant pea. 
Looks out, the twin leaf'd scallop'd radish shows 
Sprinkles of green. The sturdy bean displays 
Its jaws distended wide and slightly tongued. 
The downy cucumber is seen, the corn 
Upshoots its doae-wrapp'd spike, und on ils mound 
The young potato sets its tawny «ar. 
Meanwhile the fruit .trees gloriously hove broke 
Into a flush of beauty, and the grape 
Casting aade, in peels, its shrivell'd skin, 
Shows its aofi furzy leaf of delicate pink, 
And the thick midge-like blossoms round diffuse 
A strong delicious fragrance. Soon alcmg 
The trellice^ stretch the tendrils, sharply prong'd^ 
Clinging tenacious with their winding 'rings 
And sending on- the stem. A sheet of bloom 
Then decks the garden, till the^ summer glows 
Forming the perfect fruit« In showery nights* 
The fire-fi}^ glances with its pendent lamp 
Of gte^iish gold. Bach tiark no*k has^ a Toioe : 
Whilst peirfume floats on every wate of air. > 
The com lifts up its bandmls long and 'slim. 
The cucumber .has overflow *d its spot ' 
With massy verdure, whilst the yellow squash • 
Looks like a trumpet midst its giant leaves ; 
And as we reap the rich fruits of our care 
We bless the God who rains His gifts on us, 
Making the earth its treasures rich to yield 
With slight and fitful toil. Our heaifts should t>e 
Ever but harps to send unceasing hymns 
Of thankful praise to One who Ulls all space. 
And yet looks down with stniles on lowly Man. 
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THE BEECH TREE. 

Drc^p'd by the wind-kiss'd parent-spray, 

The acorn whence the beech tree's l>irth 
Down trodden by the rabbit, lay 

Forming within the forest earth. 
tJiqged by its secret principle 
At length from out its perish'd shell. 

The sprout sought light and air; 
And by the nibbling fawn unseen 
Its downy stem grew firm and green. 

And rose a sapling there. 

Its roots stretch'd out — ^its branches spread— 

Thicken'd its trunk, until on high 
Cover'd wkh' leaves, its loily head 

Made fretwork of its spot of sky. 
A wand- the robin bent, now stood 
The giant monarch of the wood. 

Where paused the eagle's flight; 
Once trembling at the slightest breath. 
It now scarce deign'd to stir, beneath 

The tempest's fiercest might. 

The deer, amid its cool green gloom, 
Sought refuge fVom the noontide heat, 

And sounding in its leafy dome 

The thresher^s warbled notes were sweet. 
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The sunbeams scarce could find their way 
Tlirough its thick screen, their dots to lay 

Upon the roots below 
That wreath'd deep mossy nooks, where led 
The quail her broody when Winter spread 

His chilling robes of snow. 

And Nature's jewels—radiant things, 

Loved the green sylvan plaoe-^he bee-^ 
Turning to harps its quivering wings. 

With arrowy straightness sought the tree. 
Floated ^ yellow butterfly, 
A wandering spot of sunshine, by. 

And, nesting mid its moss, 
The slsy-tinged violet's fidry cup 
Its draught of fragrance oSbr^d up 

To airs that stole across. 

Its branches form'd the panther's Inr 

When waiting jR>r his deadly leap. 
And in its hoUow'd trunk, the. bear 

CoiPd his black form in torpid sle^ - 
Ages of Springs renew'd its crown» 
Ages of Autumns cast it down, 

Till heaps on hei^s were strown ; 
Lichens crept up its furrow'd side, 
Its very race of eagles died, 

But still it held its throne. 

But its time came— -its figure droopM» 

Leaves smiled no more in vernal daya, 
And threads of pale green moss were loop'd 
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AiouDd its dry and shrireird ip^ttTi 
It stood, a spectjre gaunt and bare, 
Reaching a crooked arm in air 

To court the lightning's dart ; 
Until the tempest stoopM, and oast 
ks red sulphurepus bc^t at last, 

And seoroh'd it to the heart. 

• 

Then as the gust came whirling round, 

It shook from root to pinnacle, 
And headlong, to the echoing groynd 

It hurding, oiariiing, thundering fell. 
Melting away, the fractored trunk 
To a green raoss-mouad elowly sunk. 

Until the soil. crept o'er, 
And by its solemn mystery 
Took to itself the stately treci 

Which once it pioudly bore. 
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A WALK TO TIVOLL^ 

Tbe clouds are floating silver, and the sky 
So pure, the sight seems piercing up to Heavto* 
Distance has hush'd the city's ceaseless din ; 
And now the warble of the robin sounds 
From the near, orchard, and the patriarch trees 

* HvoU k the name of a beautiful cascade in the Patroon'a Cmek, 
near the eitgr «f Albany, N. Y 
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Shading the quaint ^d mansion with thek leaves 

And eloquent widi the memories of one* 

Upon whom smiled the angels, fix the eje. 

Southward the river gleams — a snowy sail 

Now gliding o'er its mirror— now a track 

Tossing with foam, displaying qn its course 

The graceful steamer with its flag of smoke. 

Slopes swelling up in giant terraces 

Dotted with trees, or purpled with thick woods. 

With scatter'd roo&y and seam'd with winding roads^ 

Frame this rich beautiful picture to the East. 

We leave the wheel-throng'd thoroughfare ; to the left 

Fresh springs the summer grass, and light and soft, 

It sinks beneath the. footfall. Merrily 

Dances the streamlet mid its sloping banks, 

Now bright whh dazzling jewelry, and now 

Dark'ning with leafy coverts; mark yon bird, 

Dipping its head and scattering silvery drops 

By the quick flutterings of its tiny wings. 

Tlie quiet glade is pass'd*— the forest spreads 
Its leafy wall, and in it winds the path. 
Thick branches like a roof are stretch'd o'erhead, 
Through which the sunshine falls in broken streaks, 
And rains in golden sprinkles; here, the shade 
Is sketch'd in fhnciful lacework, hiding scarce 
The chirping cricket; while its dense black mass 
Would shelter, there, the partridge « Mossy ibots 
Are coiVd around like serpents, and the fern 
Shows, its rich fluted wreath mid, withered leaves 
And sear red hemlock fringes giving Earth 

* The late Stephen Van BenaBelaer. 
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Her prini^itB of lift ; wiOi qidok ahtlll oUrp 
]>M8 the striped squiirel in his fprtieai-biiflli, 
Leaving his aoora to mj ontehing foot. 
The odor of the dead wood scents the air, 
And the soft winnowing wkid comes stealthily 
Breathing of sassafras. 

The branching path* 
Here to the' upland winds, there, plunges down 
The sheer roi^ bank, lo skirt the curving maige 
Of the bright stream, whose waters pure and deep 
Now broaden to a creek, so wide, yon duck 
Skimming its surface dwindles in the midst 
To a faint speck, and now is lost to sight 
Upon its glossy sheet; below, a breath 
Might urge the insect on its leaf across^ 
So narrow is the passage ; here, the oar 
Could freely dip> the canvass waft the bark 
Before the breeze loud rushing through the pines. 
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We leave the. shadowy woods; H lovely glade 
Opens upon us, and a deep-toned sound 
%akes on the ear; it is the organ. voice 
Of the hurl'd waters scattered o'er their rocks 
In iBtreaks of plunging foam, vfhale high above 
The twisted fir-tree slants as though to pitch 
Headlong beneath. 

The glade is smooth and green, 
Spangled with flowers, and gay with glancing shapes 
And musieai with songs, while on the eye 
The ripples oast quick darts of blinding light. 
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Td make this nuliaiit MMne more be%utifUI 
With her sweet preseaoe; the bright sunshine liiaa 
Would glow more brightly, and this forest-rose ' 
Breathe out a richer fragrance; the green grass 
Would rise up greener from her fairy tread. 
And I would be in heaven ; a star would then 
Grild my heart's depths with pure and holy ray, 
And in^ the soul bright beaming vfroaoi her eye 
My spirit would find hope, and joy, and peace. 
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THE ISLAKP 



Upon a narrow river-flat 

The sunset falls in streaking glow, 
Here, the mown meadow's velyet plat, 

And there the buckwheat's scented snow. 
A cluster of low roofs is prest 
Against the mountain's leaning breast* 
But each rude porch is closed and barr'd: 

For tenderest Youth and Age alone 
Are left those humble roofs to guard. 

Till pay resumes his blazing throne. 
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Where deepest shade the forest flings, 
The hunters seek that forest's game; 

Men tireless as the eagle's wings. 
Of dauntless heart and iron frame. 
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The flparklmg Beaverkill beside,* 
Benighted in their waiiderrngB wide, 
They merry dress the slaughter'd deer, 
And nudie the twilight ring with oheer; 
Now chorus of the woods-Miow tale 
Of panther-^fi^t and Indian trail, 
Till the rode group, the oamp-fire roand, ^ 
Couch, with their rifles, on the ground. 

Where wide the braneh'd-link'd river spreads, 

Near rapids swift, a fairy isle. 
Three leagues above those mountain-sheds, 

Looks like a sweet perpetual smile. 
The muskrat burrows in its i^des, 
Down its steep banks the otter slides. 
The splendid sheldWike, floating, feeds 
In his close hauiits amidst the reeds ; 
Around its sandy points, all day, 
Watches. and wades the crane for prey; 
While show its shallows lily robes 
Of heart-shaped leaves and golden globes. 
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Above the mountain hamlet, &de 

Eve's tints^ and darkness spreads its shad 

Their pointed tops the eedars rear 

Against the starlight 'bright and dear. 

Then come the many sounds and sights 

Usual in forest summer-nights; 

At intervals the flitting breeze 

Draws soft low sobbings from the trees. 



* Hie Beaverkffl is a romantic stream in 8ii]liran county, emptyisff 
into the DelawaiiB. 
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Fixwa the deep woods in trmmrieiit floftt, 
Tinkles the whetsaw's double note-^ 
The wakeful frog, unceastng, groans. 
Twang the mosquito's hungry tones, 
And echoing sweetly, on the hill. 
Whistles the sorrowing whippoovwil^— 
From the cleft pine the gray owl boots^ 

SweUs from the swamp the woifs long cry, 
Andf now and then, a meteor shoots 
. And melts within the (^>anglad sky. 
The fire-fly opes and shuts its gleani) 

The -cricket chirps-— the tree*toad crews. 
And hark ! the cougar's distant scream 

Alar the mountain echo throws. 

What forms are those that crouch and cn^ep 
Around those roofs of happy sleep 9 
The dim light &lling from the sky 

Pisplays the tomahawk and knife: 
Awake, awake within that lie 

In guardless rest, and arm for strife! 
In vain — ^before each lowly porch 
The savage grasps his glaring toroh. • 
One moment — ^then the warwhoops swell 
Wild, fierce, terrific, yell on yell. 
With blood cc^d curdling to the heart, 
The iomates from their slumbers start; 
They wake, to hear the climbing flames 
Roaring around their dwelling-frames. 
To see within the ruddy glaro 
The fieroe foe mocking their despair. 
The mother clasps her shrivelling child 
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And shxieks her anguish shrill and wMd, 
In strangling wreaths the old sire dies, 
Thej hush the maiden's frantic cries, 
And matron gray and youthful bride, 
Bam in slow torture side by. side. 

What mean those clouds of nmng smoke 

That streak the morning's dappled sky ? 
Alas, the ghastly -sight that broke 

Upon emch hunter's home-tum'd eye f 
A heap of smouldering ashes now 
Is seen beneath the mountain's brow, 
While cinder'd bones and limbs round spread, 
In blacken'd fragments tell the dead. 

Another sunset, crouching low 

Upon a rising pile of cloud 
Bathes deep the island with its glow. 

Then shrinks behind its gloomy shroud. 
From the sweet isle, loud chant and shout 
Upon the heavy air ring out ; 
Rolling the twilight hours along 
In orgies fierce, of dance and WMig, 
The Indian warriors celebrate 
Their last night's deed of vengeful hat&— 
Until the deep and frequent bowl 
Has drown'd in sleep each savage soul. 

Trees plume the islet's utmost bound, 
And tangled brushwood clothes the ground; 
The leaves hang wilted on the i^rays. 
By the fierce drought of AuguA dried, 
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Until a spMUf. loight wbelm in blaze 

That fiiiry islet's forest pride. 
Deep midnight. Loud the sterm-wind's roar; 

The hunteni to the maigin drew ; 
And eyerj brawny shoulder bore 

The burthen of a light canoe. 
What ^though on high before the blast, 
The douds, like sable waves, roll past, 
They scorn Uie tempest's howling rage; 
Thoughts not of lear their minds engage, 
But deep revenge on those that shed 
Such bitter sorrow on their head. 



The barks are launched — they plunge and 

Like bubbles on the swells are cast — 
But strong arms urge their flight acrt)ss, 

Tlie hunters reach the isle at last. 
They listen — ^loud the ceaseless crash 
With which the rapids onward dash; 
And deep the stem and steady ro&r 
Of the thick pines on either shore ; 
But on the isle, no human sound 
Blends with the tempest'ir voices round. 
Exhausted with their orgies, prone 
To earth each savage form is thrown, ' 
With not a guardian eye to keep 
Its watch above that helpless sleep. 
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At narrow spaces round the. isle 
Bach wary hunter rears hb pile; 
Form'd of the leaves and I>ranche8| cast 
Beneath in myriads by the blast, 
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Tke loose sear masses stand op high. 
The smitten flints the sparks supply ; 
The kia<Hed flames like lightnings leapi 
A furnace seems each glowing heap, 
And guided by the light, once more, 
The barics are pointed to the shore. 

Through the thick smoke break streaks of red ; 
To lurid masses quick they spread ; 
Bach tree points up, a crimson spire ; 

Beneath, fierce rolling surges gleam, 
UiHil a glaring isle of fire 

Craekles and roars upon the stream. 
Keen ears, are listening on the shore 
With vengeful joy to that dread roar. 
And watchful eyes beholding there 
Those biUown tossing in the air. 
Once to their sight a figure came, 
Wrapp'd in a sheet of ^clinging flames. 
And with a shrill and horrid scream. 
Plunged headlong in, the daahing stream. 

Mom glows-~there is fi brooding pall 
Over that islet, shrouding all — 
The pigeon fmm his perch on shore 
His monotone coos o'er a&d o'er— 
The thresher in the tamarack 

Calls echo up io varied soi^nd. 
And gliding an his runway track 

The shy deer seeks his grazing-ground. 
Tones on thff spreys, scents on the winds. 
Each thing of Nature pleasure finds 
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In the brighl beama-^the sweet bland 
Save that black smoking isle. 

Changed to a waste of deep despairi 
From its swefei radiant smile. 



THE PIONEER. 

Thbough the deep wildernessi where scarce the sun 

Can cast his darts, along the winding path 

The Pioneer is treading. In hb grasp - 

Is his keen axe, ^at wondrous instrum^it, 

That like the fabled talisman, transforms 

Deserts to fields and* cities. He has left 

The home in which his early years were passed^ 

And led by hope, and fuH of restless strength' 

Has plunged within the forest, there to plant ' 

His destiny. Beside some rapid stream 

He rears his log.wall'd cabin. When the chains 

Of winter fetter Nature, and no sound 

Disturbs the echoes of the dreary woods, 

Save when some stefm cracks sharply with the &ost, 

Then merrily rings his axe, and tree on tree 

Crashes to earth ; and when the long keen night 

Mantles the wilderness in solemn gloom, 

He sits beside his ruddy hearth, and hears 

The wolf fierce snarling at the cabin door. 

Or through the lowly casement sees his eye 

Gleam like a burning coah 
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Spring's ont-po6t| Mareh, 
(Before the wood-snows melt,) with warm bright days 
And frosty nights, calls up the kindly sap ' 
From the hard-maple's roots ; with care he wounds 
The seamy bark, and drop by drop wells out 
The sweet and limpid fluid, and his art 
Fashions the rich dark sugar. 

Now in piles 
The prostrate trees are drawn, and upward flash 
The fallow fires ; and when the fiery storm 
Has died in ashes, and the earth has cool'd, 
His voice sounds cheerly as the gliding plough 
Turns the loose soil between the blacken'd stumps. 
Then to the kindly earth and elements 
Is lefl the harrow'd seed. Time passes on, 
And rich green tinges show the rising grain. 
And when the autumn film is in the air, 
Stalks, long and slender, rippling to the breeze. 
And nodding, plump with wealth, reward the toil 
Of the unwearied sower. The low bam 
Receives the tawny loads, whilst in the fields 
Points the hay-barrack. As the gradual smile 
Thus steals, with brightening change, o'er Nature's face, 
Froofr the far settlement he brings in joy 
A partner to his hearth. Years roll along. 
Where stood the hut, a white wall'd cottage now 
Looks through its screen of roses. Meadowr stretch 
With grain fields, round. A village clusters near/ 
In whose broad. street is heard a mingled din' 
Of saw and hammer, wagon-wheel and voice. 
By the swift streamlet hums the busy mill, 
And whirrs the bustling long-roof 'd factory* 
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Aa die low sinking sun with magic brush 

Paints the rich scene in stripes of black and gold, 

Beneath the tree, where, through the first long night 

He slept upon the spot his watch-fire blazed 

To guard him from the panther, smiling sits 

The white-hair'd Pioneer, while round him throng 

Manhood and youth, and merry infancy, 

Tho^e whom his parent-hand had rear'd, and those 

That call him grand-sire. Far and Vide he sees 

The wonders he has caused : the bloom — the lifo— 

Which glanced in broken visions through his brain 

That night beneath the branches: and as dips 

Tlie sun within the west, he humbly hopes 

His sun will smk as gently to the tomb^ 

And rise as brightly to eternal day. 

Tlie Spirit of our land, personified. 

Is the bold Pioneer: that Spirit stroi^ 

And restless, which hath mow'd its sinewy way 

Through the deep forests, since the first tree stoop'd 

To the sharp axe-blow. Onward still it moves. 

The Mississippi long hath heard its sctig, ^ 

Tile dark Missouri in her windings fiir 

Hath borne its bark* Across the boundless plains 

That roll their billows to << The shining Height^,' 

It wandering treads. The sentry prairie-dog 

Alarms the burrow'd city with his cry 

At its approaching form. The wild Pawnee, 

Borne like the wind upon his fiery steed. 

Spearing the bufialo, with wonder sees 

Its brow of ashy-htte. Tlie trapper rude. 

Snaring the beaver by its lonely pond, 
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Melts into teanr tm accenti he had known 
In boyhood, meet hi* ear. 

The snowy peaks 
Are pass'd, and still it struggles dauntless on. 
Following the sun, till broad Pacific's breast 
Shall gird its progress, and proclaim its bounds. 



THE FRESHET. 



A LVSaOfD or TBB DELAWAKS 



March hath unlocked stem Winter's chain; 

Nature is wrapp'd in misty shrouds, 
And ceaselessly the drenching rain 

Drips from the gray sky-mantling clouds; 
The deep snows melt, and swelling rills 
Pour through each hollow of the hilb ; 
The river from its rest hath risen, 
And bounded from its shatter'd prison ; 
The huge ice-fragments onward dash 
With grinding roar and splintering crash; 
Swift leap the floods upon their way, 

Like war-steeds thundering on their path, 
With hoofib of waves and manes of spray 

Restrainless in their mighty wrath. 
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Wild mountains stretch in towering pride 
Along the river's either side; 
Leaving between it and their walla 
Narrow and level intervals. 
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When Smnmer glowa, how sweet uid bright 
The landscape smiles upon the sight ! 
Here, the deep golden wheat-fields yie 
With the rich carpets of the rye, 
The buckwheat's snowy mantles^ there. 
Shed honeyed fragrance on th9 air; 
In long straight ranks, .the corn uprears 
Its silken plumes and pennon'd spears ; 
The yellow melon, underneath 
Plump ripens, in its viny wreath : 
Here, the piled rows of new-mown grass. 
There, the potato-plant's green mass ; 
All framed by woods—each limit shown 
By zigzag rail, or wall of stone ; 
Contrasting, here, within the shade^ 
The axe a space hath open laid, 
Cumber'd with trees hurl'd blended down, 
Their verdure changed to witherM brown ; 
There^ the soil, ashes-strew'd and black, 
Shows the red flame's devouring track ; 
Slim fire-weeds shooting thick where stood 
The leafy monarchs of the wood : 
A landscape frequent in the land, 

Which Freedom, with her gifts to bless. 
Grasping the axe when sheathing brand 

Hew'd from the boundless wilderness. 

The rains have ceased- — ^the struggling glare 

Of sunset lights |he misty air ; 

The fierce winds sweep the myriad throng 

Of broken ragged clouds along. 

From the rough saw-mill, where hath rung 
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Throiifh All Uie faoim^ its grating loogoe; 
The liftman aallie^y as tba gray 
Of evening tella the flight of day» 
And slowly seeks with loitering stride. 
His cabin by the river side* 
As 'twilight darkens into nightf 
BtiH dash the waters in their flighty 
Still the ice^fragments, thick and fiurt, 
Shoot like the clouds belbre the blast. 

Beyondr-the sinuous channel wends 
Through a deep^ narrow gorge, and bende 
With curve so sharp, the drifting icci 

Hurl'd by the flood's tremendcms aiighti 
Piles the Q|;4>osiog piecipice, . 

And every fragment swells the height ; 
Gbur aAer hour uproars the vaU« 
Until a barrier huge. and tall 
Breasts the Vild waves that vain upewell 
To overwhelm the obstacle; 
They bathe the alder oo the vergOf 
The leaning hemlock now they werg&j 
The stately elm is dwindling low 
Within the deep ingulfing flow, 
Till curb'd thus m its headlong flight, 
With its accumulated mighti 
The river turning on its track, 
Rolls its wide-spreading volumes baok. 
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The raftman slumbers—thjrough his dream 
Distorted visions wildly etream» 
Now in the wood his axe he swings, 
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And now his sawoiilFs jarring rings-; 
Now his huge raft is shooting swift 
Cochecton's wild, tumultuous rift, 
Now floats it CNQ die ebon lap 
Of the grim i^dow'd Water Gap, 
And now 'tis tossing on the swells 
Fierce dashing down the slope of Wells. 
The rapids crash upon -his ear, 
The deep sounds roll more loud and near, 
They fill his dream — ^he starts — ^he wakes ! 
The moonlight through the casement falls, 
Ha! the wild sight that on him breaks, 

The floods sweep round his cabin-walls. 
Beneath their bounding thundering shocks. 
The frail log fabric groans and rocks ; 
Crash, crash ! the ice-bolts round it shiver, 
The walls like blast-swept branches quiver; 
His wife is dinging to his breast, 
The child within his arms is prek. 
He staggers through the chilly flood 
That numbs his limbs, and checks his blood; 
On, on he strives— ^he waters lave 
Higher his form with every wave, 
They steep his breast, on each side dash 
The splintered ice with thundering crash, 
A fragment strikes him — ^ha ! he reels, 
That shock in every nerve he feels. 
Faster, bold raftman, speed thy way. 
The waves roar round thee for their prey; 
The cabin totters — sinks — ^the flood 
Rolls its mad surges wherer it stood : 
Before thy straining sight, the Mil 
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^eeps in the mooniight, bright and still, 

Paher not, falter not, struggle on, 

That goal of safety may be won. 

Heavily droops thy wife with fear, 

Thy boy's dirill shriekings fill thine ear; 

Urge, urge thy strength to where out-fling 

Yon cedar branches for thy cling, 

Joy, rafiman,. joy I thy need is past, 

The wished-for goal is won at last, 

Joy, rafiman, joy ! thy quick foot now 

Is resting on the hill's steep brow : 

Praise to high heaven ! each knee is bending, 

Each heart's warm incense is ascending, 

Praise to high heaven ! the humble prayer. 

Oh, finds it not acceptance there? 



ONNAWAH. 

AwAV from Man's close haunts, his tcnls and cares, 
And mean ambitions. In the deepest core 
Of the free wilderness, a crystal sheet 
Expands its mirror to the trees that crowd 
Its sloping borders. Oft in life's green spring 
My foot hath wander'd to its lovely side, 
That Nature's purity might cleanse my heart 
From stains of human ccmtact, as a wind 
Clears from the sky its clouds. 

A mom in June. 
A hood of gray is o'er. The waters sleep 
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A plain of glftM. Through the thick heary air 

Far echoes ring. A dampnefls slight, that steals 

Across the brow, foretelb the misty rain 

From the cold east* With swift and gladsome step 

I bend my way to where upon a iMink 

Stands a rude hut of logs. Black stumps are round. 

The red-stemm'd buckwheat struggling up between, 

And the bright lye slim lengtheniog into stalks. 

Here dwells an aged hermit of the wild. 

His keen black eye and tinted skin proclaim 

An Indian fountain to his blood, and taught 

By Nature only, h«re his days have pass'd* 

His linden-scoop'd canoe is lauaoli'd, and Ibrlh 

We glide upon the lake. Each paddl&*dash 

Wakens an echo; quick the slender pike 

Shoots from the surface like a scaly dart. 

His splashing fall loud smiting on the ear. 

Light breaking bubbles tell of finny sports 

On every hand, whilst in the mottled depths 

Along the side of our canoe, dark backs 

Glance like swift phantoms. Off a long low point 

Without the net* of lily-stems, we drop 

The anchoring «tone, and through the Ught'Wing'd hours 

We ply our sport* The aunset glows, and theo, 

As wearied we recline, the old man tells 

The legepd of the lake* 

<^L(Hig years ago, » 
An aged Indian with his only son 
Dwelt in yon hut ; the last of that great trib^y 
That kindled once their fires upon the fipoi 
Where the twin branches of the Delaware 
Glide intoone, and in thdr l|U)guage galPd 
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Chihocken, or the meeting of the floods. 
Bright, was this lake to gray-hair'd Onnawahi 
As those pure waters that the mind oft sees 
In the far spirit-land. The old bald pines 
Stood for his fathers ; in the winds he heard 
The voice of her long perish'd, and the flowers 
Seem'd smiling with his children's merry looks ; 
His son, I say, was all that now remain'd 
Of his once crowded lodge. 

One Autumn mom 
That son departed on a distant hunt. 
With broken rifle-lock he homeward bent 
His steps, and now upon a hill he paused 
To rest him from his toil. Beneath him lay 
The placid lake, so near, the fanning wind 
Could waft his lightest crest-plume on its face. 
In the blue western smoke the beamless sun 
Was plunging, and the red tints of the lake 
Were paling into gray. Off this same point 
The sire was seated in his bark canoe. 
Luring the hungry pike. The old man's form 
Was touch'd by one slant ray that malted off 
E'en as the eoa gazed on him. Sweet and still 
The peaceful scene, as though the holy smile 
Of the Great Spirit hallow'd it. The son 
Felt his heart swell, and low he kneel'd to bless 
His Manitou that he had still a sire. 
Hark ! a sharp cracking sound ! a rifle-shot 
From the twined shore beneath. He started up. 
His sire had fallen with breast athwart tiie side 
Of the down-slanted bark ; a tinge of blood 
Was on the glassy water. With a shout 
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Of taunting triumph, forth a figure sprang 

From a deep thicket. At one glance the ami 

That figure knew — a pale-faoe who had loet 

The inmates of his hearth hy one fierce sweep 

Of torch and tomahawk, but wielded not 

By those who had a kindred drop in veins 

Of sire or son; no, no— I' swear it, youth, 

By the Great Spirit. But the pale-face vow'd, 

Vow'd to his God his stem revenge should seek 

All, all of Indian race. The son, I say, 

Knew the quick leaping form, and down he dash'd 

With heart all flame,, and feet like darting wings^ 

The ruthless murderer had plunged within 

The ruffled water, and I — ^he — ^the aon 

Leap'd in his ripplmg track. His hand had touched 

The sacred head of my— the sire, with knife 

Keen for the scalp, but now the son was there. 

With one strong grasp I tore him from his hold, 

And clutch'd his throat; twice, twice I felt the thrill 

Of his cold piercing knife, but in that grasp 

My strength was centred. Out his eyeballs strained— 

Ha ! ha ! black grew his swelling features, forth 

His quivering tongue was thrust — ha! ha! his form 

Writhed like a snake's. With one hand then I seized 

His streaming hair, as I this lock^ and bent 

The head down deep within the splashing waves. 

Till shudderings shook no more his nerveless frame^ 

And the quick globules no more gurgled up 

To the red surface. Loosen'd from my clutch. 

Drooping, he sank, whilst to the rocking side 

Of the canoe that held the father's form. 

The son — ^youth, have I said 'twas I!— then clung, 



] 



& 



1 . 1 



=® 



®= 



^ 



( WT ) 



And climb'd, though faintiog with hi8 wounds, widiin. 

The point wss near, iui<i^ with his precious load 

He slowly won his way, till o'er the sand 

He dragg'd, with staggering steps, his stiffening sire, 

And placed him in a pit an uptum'd pine 

Had hollow'd ; heap'd the form with withered leaves, 

And then sank down to die. But not so will'd 

Had the Great Spirit. A young hunter found 

The bleeding form, bound up the wounds, and bore 

The sufferer to the hut, and o'er him watch'd, 

Till life again ran freely in his veins. 

When he arose, within a fitting grave 

He placed his sire. Youth, seest thou yon green 

mound, 
O'er which the laurel hangs its chalice-flowers ? 
There sits gray Onnawah, with calumet 
And knife and hatchet, waiting till the son 
Shall join him, and together they commence 
Their bfierless journey to the spirit-land." 



IHE HUNTER'S FLIGHT. 

Sir^TRY and close was the noeotide air 
In the August heats tfaait were burning there ; 
No cloud sent its shade, and no wind its aigh, 
To the thirsty earth, through the brassy sky; 
E'en droop'd in the depths of the forest bowers 
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T}i'e shrirelliog leaves and the shrioking flowers: 
And faintly^ and slowly, the hunter strode 
By the blaze-tree and moss of his lonely road. 

He saw, as he look'd through his narrow bound, 

But a red haze mantling each object around, 

So thick, that'his footfall nearly trod 

On the blacksnake basking along the sod, 

Aad touch'd witl^ his rifle the rabbit that crouch'd 

More close in the bush where it tremblingly couch'd; 

The gossamer motionless hung from the spray 

Where the weight of the dew-drop had torn it away, 

The rock, by the aspen, was not more still 

Than those delicate leaves an air-whisper could thrill. 

And the seed of the thistle, that whisper could swing 

Aloft on its wheel, as though borne on a wii^ 

When the yellow-bird sever'd it dipping across, , 

Its soft, plumes unruffled, fell down to the mossu 

The foot of the hmiter sunk deep in the mass 

Of green slime, which late gush'd a clear brook, through 

the grass; 
And on, as he struggled, his breath came thick. 
And his limbs turn'd faint, and his spirit sick. 

Upon a prostrate mossy trunk 
At length the toil-worn hunter sunk. 
The insect's whirring clarion wound 
Up from the grass, with lulling sound. 
The quail's quick whistle echo'd clear 
From the red buckwheat-stubble near; 
The drowsy murmur of the bee. 
The bird's low twitter from the tree, 
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His beating pulses sooth'd, till sleep 
Stole on his eyelids, sweet and deep. 

Dreams hold their empire now ; 
In the cool stream his lip is revelling deep, 
Round his hot skin the halmy breezes creep, 
Untirthe clammy hair sits lightly on his brow. 

Now on the mountain ledge 
With his fleet hound, he tracks the flying deer, 
And now, with its loud thunders in his ear. 

He sends his skimming bark along the torrent's edge. 

More loudly swell'd the torrent's sound, 
It seem'd to fill the air around, 
And wakening with a start of fear, 
That deep stem roar still met his ear ; 
Thick stifling smoke obscured his view 
With fiery spots fierce glaring through; 
Up a rock's side he sped his flight, 
There burst the scene upon his sight. 

An ocean of flame there was blazing and faring; 

And whirling and surging, swift onward was pouring ; 

The forest was rocking and plunging below 

In a gulf, which each fall made more fiercely to glow ; 

The tallest trees melted away like a* breath 

As those waves circled on, full of horror and death ; 

And the groand seem'd to crumble, while high over all 

Dense, black, and gigantic, smoke hung like a pall. 

As onward this cataract awful career'd. 

The scene to the terrified hunter appear'd 
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Like a Demon aroused^ marohing on in his Wf 
With trumpet of thunder and banner of ire« 

An instant gazed the hunter there, 
The instant whelm'd in deep despair. 
Then bounding, he flew on his footstep of wind 
From the flames, that more fiercely come rolling behind. 
Red gleams were darting o'er his head, 
Like rain, the coals were round him shed^ 
And a huge pine beside him thunder'd, 
Blinding his sight with fragments sunder'd. 
As swifler speeds he, wing'd with fear, 
• Hark ! piercing howls come swelling near. 
With jaw of foam, and sl^in scorch'd black, 
And rolling eye, and bristling back. 
Tearing his flesh with pain and wrath, 
A panther bounds along his path. 

But now, quick silvery sparkles break 
Upon his eye : the lake — ^the lake- 
Bur^ to his view, oh ! cool and sweet 
The waters gurgle at his feet: 
One plunge in their crystal — the hunter laves 
His feverish limbs in the laughing waves, 
And he cleaves his way to the ref\ige befere, 
Where the Ibrest stands green on the opposite shores 

On the moist soft verdure the hunter bends. 
His incense of thanks for his safety ascends. 
To the brink of the lake yawns the red abyss, 
Like serpents the flames on its edges hiss, 
But a gleam flash'd o'er, more quick and keen 
Than the dart of the blaze in that burning ^aoeiie, 
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And a sound rcXVd by, mare aterfr and d«ep 

Than the ix>ar of ^t element's wildest sweep I 

^was tiie frowning storm-cloud's voice and eje 

Spreading hie mantle across the sky. 

In thick gray islets peur'd the drenching nun. 

And the flames shrunk back with their greedy trmiiiy 

Now cowering' bw, and now flashing high 

With a fUfbl start, to sink down and die. 

Still more fierce and more fhst dash'd the rain, till attired 

In his shroud of thick smoke, the red Denxn expived. 



INDIAN CORN. 

When the warm sunshine and the southern wind 

Have tilKged the russet of the baskiog hiUs, 

And made warm sheltered nooks grow hourly gteea) 

When buds swell on the boughs^ and under banks, 

The eye is sweetly startled by the sight 

Of the white violet, where, the day beibre, 

Its slender stem was hidden in the moss; 

Come to the field where swift the rioh dark soil 

Is curling into ridges, as the share ' - 

Glides on its way. The tawny furrows now 

Fill the wide space* The yellow seeds are droppM, 

And the soft mounded earth is cover'd o'er» 

Sun-gleams and rain-streaks braided, hourly give 

Their generous influence. Once more to the fields 

Points of deep green are bristling on their hills, 

The infant plants. Each day rears up the shoots* 
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Now cawingB fill the air, as from the wood 

The thievish flock| swift flyUig, stoc^ helow ; 

And then Uack shapes are scattered midst the green, 

Strutting and oroaking, busily tearing up^ 

The tender roots, whilst slow along the fence 

The stealing fanner with his ready gun 

Eyes keen his hoped-for prey. But lo! a croak 

From some high rail, and on broad skimming wing 

Darts the whole flock, with guttural chorus, off, 

Just as the gun is aiming. Next the dawn 

Falls gray and indistinct, upon a shape 

Gaudily deck'd within the cornfield's midst. 

Nodding its limbs to every breath of air. 

The crow commander, from the hemlock's top, 

Eyes the strange form askance ; from greater height 

Still looks, and as the object yet remains. 

Leads off his legions to the neighboring field. 

But now, the tall slim stalks put forth long leaves, 

And whilst the summer brightens to its prime, 

Their heads are tipp'd with plumes, and from their sides. 

Fringes of yellow silk and long green cones 

Proclaim the swelling ears. The burning sun 

Pours down its withering fire, and up the stalks 

Still rise, the fringes deepen, and the ears 

Grow rounder, whilst the buckwheat in- the heat 

Is shrivell'd, and turns black. 

Bright Autumn comes. 
The tops are sever'd, and the crackling sheaths 
Show, through the frequent rents, the thick-set grains 
Glazed into flinty gold. A few more days. 
And then brown stacks, the stubble spotting, tell 
The labor <^ the reaper. Soon the bam 
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Groans with the toil-worn treasures. When the hlasts 
Of chill November warn that Winter, stem 
And fierce, is on his way, and fitfully- 
Snow specks the harsh gray air, the freezing Night, 
Stifiening the frame of nature, knits anew 
The social ties within the kitchen-walls 
Lit only by the glow from out the jaws 
Of the huge fireplace, with the ruddy gleams, 
Dancing on flitches from the rafters hung^— 
On pumpkins ranged in tows along the floor, 
And on the pile of maize-ears ; merrily 
The husking group of youths 4ind maidens ply 
Their sportive toil, loud laughing, as the jest 
Flies lightly round; while with a placid smile 
Old age looks on, and in its happiest glee. 
Childhood sports round, pursuing now with shouts 
The frisking kitten, doubling up the ears 
Of the old crouching dog, or seeing 'through 
The window-pane the crimson phant<^ face 
Quivering upon the gloom without, awe-struck 
Into brief silence. Thus the hours pass by, 
Until the music of the violin 
Tells that the work is o'er, the danee begun. 
Then jolts the heavy wagon o'er the road. 
To the red mill, heap'd up with rounded b'ags. 
And soon the golden flour pours warm from out 
The busy hopper. Now the precious grain 
Performs its grateful - ofice : food for man. 
It. lights the winter hearth with cheerf\ilne$s, 
Gladdens the heart, and causes it to taise 
Thanksgivings to the Holy One who grants 
Seed-time and harvest to His footstool earth. 
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8KATINO. 

The thaw came on with its southern wind 

And misty drizzly rain ; 
The hill-side show'd its russet dress. 

Dark runnels seara'd the plain ; 
The snowdrifts melted off like breathy 

The ferest dropp'd its load. 
The lake, instead of its mantle white, 

A liquid mirror show'd ; 
It seem'd^r*flo soft was the broodii^ fog, 

So fannii^ was the breeze-— 
Tou'd meet with violets in the grass 

And blossoms on the trees.' 

But shortly before the sundown, 

The gray and spongy clouds 
Began, to break above the head 

And hurry away in crowds; 
The Uand wind shifted to the west 

Where a stripe of brassy light 
Glow'd like the flame pf a furnace, 

When the sun had passM from sight; 
And, in the fleeting twilight, cold 

And colder wax'd the air, 
Till 'twas felt on the brow like the touch of ice, 

As the still night darkened there. 
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Oh, bitter were the hours ! and those 

Who, wakeful, mark'd them pass, 
Could hear the snap of table and chair 

And ring of breaking glass ; 
Without, though the wind was quiet. 

Crack, crack, went the maple and oak, 
As if some mighty trampling power 

Those huge stems downward broke ; 
The very wolf, the fierce gaunt wolf. 

Though famishing, to his cave 
Crept shivering back, nor sought again, 

The deadly cold to brave. 



And morning glow'd with a heartless sun 

And a heaven of harshest blue. 
And an air that prick'd and stung the skin. 

As if darts invisible flew ; 
Bat oh the sight, the radiant sight 

That broke upon the eye ! ^ J 

Millions of sparkles danced around 

Of every varied dye ; 
The boughs were steel, the rooh were steel, 

With icicles hangiAg down. 
Steel gave a helmet to the hill^- 

To the mountain-top a crown. 

The lake, far, far, it stretch'd, no gem 

More pure, more clear and bright; 
Solid as iron, and smooth as glass, 
. It froze in a single night ; 
When sunk the sun, 'twas a watery waste 

With ripples upon its gloss ; 
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When joae the sun, 'twas a polish'd plam 
That a steed might safely cross ; 

How free would glide the skate now, 
Hurrah for a {feasant day ! 

To the lake-side^ to the lake-side. 
Away, my boys, awi^y. 

We bind our feet with their steely wings, 

And we launch along in glee, 
Hurrah, hurrah, how swift we go! 

No ^ird more swift than we ; 
We hiss along our glittering path, , 

The banks slide quickly by, t 
The trees within spin round and round, 

And above is a gliding sky; 
The eagle is fleet, but we. envy him not, 

Though all heaven is his domain, 
He cannot feel more eager joy 

Than we on this glassy plain. 

Beneath us is the mottled ice 

With great white clefts athwart. 
Broke by the lake in its toil to breathe j 

Hark now to the sharp report ! 
What a rumble is passing all over, 

A groan so hollow and deep, 
Surely the lake is rent in twain:. 

Each heart gives fearful leap« 
Np, no, as well might the diamond break 

When ringing to a blow. 
Hurrah ! then, onward, onward, boys, 

More swift, more merrily go. 
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Our shadows gleam before our track, 

The air hums in our ears, 
The pure clear air, the mountain air, 

How it braces, how it cheers ! 
We duster in groups, we scatter away, 

We whirl, we rush, we wheel — 
All round us are figures of strange device 

Engraved by the flashing steel ; 
Again that dismal bellow ! 

How the prison'd lake roars out ! 
But it cannot escape from its manacle, 

For all its angry shout. 

Ha ! why do the foremost in yon race 

Upon their heels lean back ? 
The ground ice flies from their skates like froth. 

As they stop in their deep-cut track ; 
We all approach— 'tis a little space 

The lake has burst for air. 
Spread o'er with a film like isinglass; 

Back, back, for death is there I 
The miller's boy one year ago, 

Rush'd swift on a spot like this ; 
One crack of the brittle ice — one shriek-— 

And he sank in the abyss. 

Oh quickly we hurried toward the place. 

With deadly fear and awe ; 
Afar in the freezing element 

His struggling form we saw : 
Oh quickly all hurried with might and main, 

For we knew he could not swim, 
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But ere the fleetest oould reack the epot^ 

No aid was there for him ; 
We saw his blue and ghastly flK^e 

Sink down in the rippling flood, 
And 'then we gazed on the empty space 

With horror-frozen blood. 

But by and by his father came 

With wild and phrensied look-— 
He reached the borddr of the space, 

And then one leap he took; 
One leap he took, and the woteis elooed 

In whirls above his head, 
A moment, and he rose to view, . 

And with him rose the dead. 
The dead all drooping and crusted o'er 

With particles of frost, 
And the strong man, weeping, bore away 

His only and his lost. 

We leave the spot — to the outlet bank 

We glide for an instant's rest, 
This 1(^, edged round with crystals, yields 

A seat upon its breaist; 
Our tight-bound feet are aching. 

But our veins glow warm and free ; 
Ha, ha ! in that hollow of weak white ioe, 

Joe tumbles to his knee ! 
But look to the icy lace-work 

That is fringed aK)und the bank ! 
And see, how the frozen rushes stand 

In sparkling jewell'd rank ! 
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Again awft]^— but (he sun has aunk— 

And the west» what a goigeoua- view ! 
An oraB^ base, red, green and gray, 

Thenae deepening up to blue; 
And BOW, low flying to their woods, 

Those distant crows, whose caws 
Have faintly touch'd the ear, are lost, 

As ch38er the twilight draws ; 
And now dark night,, dark starry night. 

For it is hut a brief delay 
From the golden tip of the loftiest pine 

To' the arch of the milky way. 

Dark night, dark starry night, and above 

How bright the clusters glow ! 
Here steadily burning orbs, and there 

One sheet of twinkling snow. 
The bank ia a mass of frowning glooi% 

And the ice just gives to view 
A few star glimmerings at our feet. 

Then shrinks in darkness too. 
But what care we for the darkness. 

For the shallows of the lake 
Are spotted roufid with stumps, and there 

Our bonfives will we wake. 
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Red sparkles dance, from the smitten steel 
On the leaves and sticks we heap ; 

Hurrah ! what glorious pyramids 
Of clear flame upward leap 1 

What a flashing glow is shed around! 
The ice, in crimson, glecums. 



=© 



®= 



— ■!» ■•■ 



(180) 

And the dark woods of the outlet 

Are lit up by the beams ; 
So bare start out their depths to s^ht. 

That the moss of the old dead pines. 
Down hanging in flakes from the topmost limbsi 

Like golden network shines. 

Hark to those fierce but lessening snarls! 

We have frighten'd some wolf away, 
Some prowling wolf, this freezing night 

On the lookout for his prey ; 
Again — ^there's a x^rash in the forest limbs, 

'Tis a panther's startled spring, 
From the deepest haunt of the wilderness 

His keen shriek soon will ring ; 
In the magic circle c^ this light 

We fear no forest-foe^ 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! o'er the blushing lee i 

We merrily, memly go! 

But the hours are wearing into the night, 

Our limbs are in need of rest, 
And hark ! shrill rushing down the lake 

Is a gust from the dread northwest; 
'Tis the first breath of the tempest. 

And mark ! in the spangled sky. 
Like suites of a gloomy sea, 

Shoot clouds of murkiest dye. 
*Twill be a wild, wild winter night 

Of bitter bail and sleet. 
But within the walls of our happy homiss 

We'll slumber sound and swaet. 
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AN AUTDMN LANDSCAPE. 

A KNOLL of uplands shorn by fiibUiiig sheep 

To a rich carpet, woven of short grass 

And tiny clover, upward leads my steps 

By the seam'd pathway, and my roving eye 

Drinks in the vassal landscape. Par and wide 

Nature is smiling in her loveliness. 

Masses of woods, green strips of fields, ravines 

Shown by their 'outlines drawn against the hills. 

Chimneys and ^^x>fs, trees, single and' in groups, 

Bright curves of brooks, and vanishing mountain4ops 

Expand up(m my sight* October's brush 

ThS scene has color'd; not with those broad hues 

Mix'd in his later palette by the frosty 

And dash'd up^i the picture till the eye 

Aches with the varied splendor, but in tints 

Left by light scatter'd touches. Overhead 

There is a blending of cloud, haze, and sky 

A silvery sheet with spaces of soft blue ; 

A ^trembling veil of gauze is stretch'd athwart 

The shadowy hill-sides and dark fbrest-fianks ; 

A soothing quiet broods upon -the air, • 

And the faint sunshine winks with drowsiness. 

Far sounds melt mellow on the ear: the bark-^ 

The bleat — ^the tinkle — whistle — ^blast of horn— 

The rattle of the wagon- wheel — ^the low— 

The fowler's shot — ^the twitter of the bird. 
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And e'en the hum of oonvene from the road. 

The grass, with its low insect-tones, appears 

As murmnring in its sleep. This butterfly 

Seems as if loath to stir, so lasily 

It flutters by. In fitful starts and stq[>s 

The locust sings. The grasshopper breaks out 

In brief harsh strams amidst its pausing chirps ; 

The beetle, glistening in its sable mail, 

Slow climbs the clover-tops, and e'en the ant 

Darts round lees eagerly. 

What difference marks 
The scene from yester-noontide. Then the sky 
Showed such rich, tender blue, it seem'd as if 
'Twould melt before the sight. The glittering clouds 
Floated above, the trees danced glad below 
To the fresh wind. The sun^ine flash^ on streams. 
Sparkled oa leaves, and laugh'd on fields and woods. 
All, all was life and motion, as all now 
Is sleep and quiet. Nature in her change 
Varies each day, as in the world of man 
She moulds the diflering features. Tea, each leaf 
Is variant from its fellow. Yet her works 
Are blended in a glorious harmony. 
For thus Qod made His earth. Perchance His lureath 
Was music when he spake it into life, 
Adding tibereby another instrum^t 
To the innumerable choral orbs 
Sending the tribute of their grateful praise 
In ceaseless anthems toward His sacred throne. 
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THE SETTLER. 

His eehoing axe the settler swung 

Amid the sea-like solitude, 
And rushing, thundering, down were flung 

The Titans of the wood ; 
Loud i^hriek'd the eagle as he dash'd 
From out his mossy nest, which crash'd 

With its supporting bough, 
And the first sunlight, leaping, fiash'd 

On the wolfs haunt below* 

Rude' was the garb) and strong th« frame 

Of him who plied his ceaseless toil : 
To form that garbj the wild-wood gam6 

Contributed their spdl; 
The soul that warm'd that frame, disdain'd 
The tinsel, gaud, and glare, that r6ignM 

Where men their crowds collect; 
The simple fur, untrimmM, unstain'd. 

This forest tamer deckM. 
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The paths which wound mid gorgeous trees, 
The streams wiiose bright lips kiss'd theit flowers, 

The winds that swelled their iiarmonies 
, Through those sun-hiding bowers, 

The temple vast — ^the green arcade, 

The nestling vale— the grassy glade, 
Dark cave and swampy lair, 
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Hb gaont hoond yell'd, his rifle^flash'd. 
The grim bear hushM its saTttge growl, 

In blood and foam the panther gnashM 

' It» fangs, with dying howl ; 

The fleet deer ceased its flying bonnd. 

Its snarlii^ wotf-jbe bit the ground, 
And with its moani^ cry, 

The beaver sank beneath the wound 
Its pcmd-built Vcouce by^ 



Humble the lot, yet his the race! 

When Liberty sent forth her cry, 
Who throng'd in Conflict's deadliest place. 

To fight — ^to bleed — to die. 
Who cumbered Bunker's height of red. 
By hope, through weary years w^re led, 

And witness'd Yorktown's sun 
Blaze on a Nation's baimer spread, 

A Nadoo's freedom won. 
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THE FINE TREE* 



Stekic dweller of the mountain ! with thy feet 
Graspii^ the crag, and lifting to the sky 
Thy haughty crest ! Stem warrior king ! thy form 
Scarce deigns to shake, vthea e'en the mighty blast 
Which the strong eagle fears to stem, swoops down 
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And breaks upon thee. O'er the glimmering chasm 

As lean'st thou, with one giant limb outspread 

Thy soeptre, and seamM armor on. thy breast. 

Who is more grand, more glorious than thou f 

The headlong torrent pitching at thy base 

Sends forth but vassal rumbliDgs, when the 3torm 

Awakes thy thunder, and the puny woods 

Seem like bent saplings when thy towering shape 

Swings in its ni||^ty. The lightning's dart 

Hath streak'd, but not consumed thee : upward still 

As the black chariot of the fiend o'er rolls, 

Upward stilli warrior-king, thy crest doth point, 

And in sublime defiance dost thou fling 

Thy emerald robe from off thy wounded breast, 

For other blows to fiiU, fierce hissing forth 

Thy scorn as flies the tempest. On thy rock. 

Thy throne impregnable, thou hast not rmgn'd 

During the lapse of ages, for a blast 

To break thee, or a lightning shaft to cleave 

Thy plumed head to the earth. The hurricane 

And showers of blading levin-bolts alone 

Can hurl thee from ^hy post of centuries. 

Yet art thou gentle, monarch of the crag ! 
When all is gentle round thee : when the sky 
Is soil with summer, and the sunshine basks 
In love upon thy branches, bright-wing'd birds 
Flutter within thy plumes, and make thee gay 
With their sweet songs : the downy-pinion'd breeze 
Soothes thee, until thou murmurest in a voice 
Of blandest mqsic, that upon the ear 
Steals like a long-drawn sigh. 
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As proud thj. head 
Bears the wild tempest when its rains are laoaeh'd 
In slanted phalanx, so when from the west 
The wind fans lightly, and the parted clouds 
Let the fresh sunshine bound, thy branches drop 
Their sprinklings on the blossom hung beneath, 
nil its Uue eye is deeper in its blue,. 
And floats its sweet breadk sweeter, while the moss 
Tliat plump and green o'erspread^ thy iron roots, 
Fringed delicate sandals> seem some trysting-place, 
Where fairy shapes of gold and ebony 
Glance o'er in mazy dances. Winter bleak 
Howling, through forests changed to skeletixis 
At th^ first mimicking breath of Autunm sent 
As the mere courier of his dread approach, 
Though hurling all his blasts, from thee recoils. 
His fury spent in vain : not one slight plume, 
No, not the tiniest fibre of. thy sprays 
Blanches or falls ; but as thou stood'st when earth 
Leap'd living at the blue-bird call of Spring, 
Unchanged wilt thou again her carol hail, 
4nd tell where pass'd her timid steps from prints 
Of violets and of cowslips. 

Let us mark, 
Proud pine ! thou one of myriad instruments 
Through which mysterious solemn Nature breathes 
The music of her wisdom in our souls ; 
Oh let us mark thy likeness in the world, 
The wcmdrous world of man. True Greatness towers 
A glorious monarch, throned on craggy thought 
Deck'd in its proud regalia. When the blast 
Of Fortune bursts, it bends not : o'er the herd 
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It qMPeMk its soeptnd arm, and weaker •eola 

Bow, when oooaskm wakes its eneigies 

In all their native glory. Earth's wild storms 

Maj sweep across it, and their lightnings touch 

Its lifted crest, but haughtilj it dares 

The scaling wrath, and oasts its deepest seom 

At the endeavor baffled. Glorious gifts 

Are not bestowM for every passing cloud 

Of life to lay them daikenM in the dust. 

And it is gentle too, when gentle hearts 
Are around it ; love for love if freely gives. 
And while it bears the storm upon its head, 
It yields a cherishing care to those that ding 
Unto it for protection. In life's change 
It changes not, but as it smiled in joy. 
So in the bleak waste of adversity. 
It wears its custom'd look, and welcomes back 
The sundiine of renewed proiperity* 



THE INDIAN'S VIGIL. 

Trb untouch'd forest depth displayed 
Its thick, rich roof of summer shade. 

With sunshine streaming broad across, 
Bathing the hemlock's sloping top. 
And showering mid the elm, to drop 

In golden spots upon the moss; 
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Or, slanting through green i^lefbs, to past 
In narrow streaks along the grass 

Of some wild tree*notch'd road 
Whose leafy fretwork, arching high, 
Crlimpses of cloud, and dots of sky. 

The upward vision show'd. 
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Here, rear'd the beech its sprinkled bark 
Beside the maple's . rough and dark,- 

And bircheh column smooth and gray; 
There, prostrate on its place of birth. 
Raising its mass of clinging earth 

The wind-fallen woodland giant lay. 
Where, grasping with its knotted wreath 
Of roots, the mound-like trunk, beneath 

In brown wet fragments spread, 
A young usurping sapling reignM, 
Nature, Mezentius-like, had chain'd 

The living with the dead. 

Within the deepest of the wood 

Where the huge bolls more scattering stood, 

An area lay of grass and flowers ; 
There, the blue violet modestly 
Shrank from the murmuring kissing bee. 

And sweetly in the bordering bowers 
His changing notes the thresher sung, 
While the gray squirrel's chatterings rung 

At each spray-bending bound. 
And tapping up the mossy oak 
The chequer'd flicker, also woke 

The sylvan echoes sound. 
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An eagle, in this lovely aoeDe, 
Was perok'd upon a liilkM)k green, 

Where strew'd remaiBB of bow and tpmr 
With here and there a •eatter'd hone. 
Bared by the froet and ndn, made known 

An Indian burial-place was fame. 
And as he stood, his form stretch'd high, 
And from his keen and martial eye 

Glancee around he shot, 
He seem'd, within the halo«ligfat 
With ruffled plimies, and crown of white, 

The monaroh of the spot* 
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Baianeing on his outspread wii^i 
At length he look'd as if to spring, 

WhOe h%her aroh'd his kingly neok; 
Rustled the leaves — aod with ft shriek 
He swept up, pointing high his beak. 

And dwindled to a fading speck. 
The next — an Indian from the wood. 
Stepped in that scene of solitnde 

And knelt before the n^ound, 
With kindling eye and solemn air, 
As though, at last, its Mecca there-*- 

His pilgrimage had found. 
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Worn were his moccasios— his trail 
From where the Rocky Mountains' gale 

Ruffles Missouri's forthest souree. 
Where herds the Inson— prowls the bear^ 
And wild hone sauSs the prairie air 

And scours ^ong his curbless oonrse. 
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By an undying widh impellM 

To Ti^w the sacred mound, whk^ held 

The ashes of his race> 
Earth-blended renmants — ^yet that made 
This lone, green, forest-nestling glade, 

A eonseorated plaee. 

Now wafled by the west wind's sigh 
A gray cloud stole across the sky, 

The pleosant shower that summer weaves, 
And, with the streaming simshine blent, 
Its fine and gentle droppings sent 

In pattering music on the leaves. 
It lifted — and ibie wind, bequeathed 
With the fresh ferest odors, breathed 

From every verdant thing. 
The birch-**'-the spruoe-^he sassafras-— » 
The fern-— the pine— the moss— the g ras s . 

Crept <Mi with buiden'd wing. 

Sunset, with all its opal hties, 
Glow'd, faded, with the melting dews. 

And o^et the cedar's tapering height 
The young moon bent her bnghtwHug bow 
And cast her deepening gleams below. 

As twilight darkened into night. 
fimeiging from the pearly sky, 
Open'd each star its sparkling eye, 

Then, red the orescent sank^ 
And fire-flies, through the gloom that lower'd, 
Their fitful golden spangles shower'd 

About the outlined bank. 
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The mjrriad sounds the ear heeds not 
When aunshine glows — now fill'd the spot^ 

The streamlet ^oke in purling flow, 
Mummr'd the leaves — ^the spider's clock 
Tick'd in some crevice of the rock, 
• Blent with the cricket's chirping low. 
While frequent, from the slimy hog 
Came the hoarse bugle of the frog 

And night-hawk's downward rush*- 
And every brooding pause to fill 
The trectoad's sweet continuous trill 

Swell'd through this breathing hush. 

What were the thoughts that o'er him swapt. 
As there, the lone one vigil kept? 

Did not those bones that fiU'd the mound 
Shaped into forms, arise aqew, 
And gather to his mental view 

Instinct with life, above— around ! 
The fathers at their council fire, 
The warriors in their battle ire. 

The maidens true and fkir; 
And one with fawn-liJ^ step and eye, 
He thought she was too young to die, 

Was she too smiling there ? 

And morning camei — ^the puve cool breeze 
Brought rustling leaf-tones from the trees, 

Night's purple changed to crimson sheen; 
Tlie -stars shrunk back — ^the vapors white. 
That webb'd the branches, took their flight, 

And bursts of warblings woke the scene. 
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The deer stele timofoos to tiie brook. 
Its dmmming wing die partridge shook. 

The dartkig sunbeuns glow'd; 
And sadlj frem his musing bed 
The faithful Indian rose, to tread 

Again his homeward road. 

Emerging from the forest dim, 
There lay a bitter scene to him. 

Meadows, and fields, and village 8|Mre8 
And human groups. He heard the air 
Ring with the ax»-— he saw the share 

Tearing the earth — ^the fallow fires 
Eating the trees. He fiercely tum'd 
And the 8oil'4 earth beneath him spumed ; 

And ne'er, midst waving grain 
And thickening roofs, the Indian found 
That grassy gktde— <that faallow'd mou&d, 

His naticm's tomb, again. 
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LUCIFER. 
And there wai war in heaven/'^JReoefatiion. 



Son of the morning ! brightest of the throngs • 
Standing the nearest to His blazing throne 
Full in its splendors ;- thou ! who casting down 
Thy diadem, and shrouding diy pure brow 
B^ieath thy burnish'd wing, didst swell the song 



®F 



''® 



& 



xz 



i^m^mm 



® 



(194) 

Of ** Hdy, holy, holy/' to the Lamh ; 
In the wild graodeur of thy matohleiB erime 
Thou standest with the fieroe hot raTonouB flames 
Wrapping thy fonn hut not eonsuming Ui-^ 
Thy horrid fiite forever and IbieTer, 

Ohy starrM Archangel ! whf didst thou draw down 

Upon thy head the anger of thy God 1 

Paradise was around thee, radiant forms 

Bow'd at thy bidding, and thy golden harp 

Was most aoeeptaUe to Him; yet thou. 

Fired by ambition's fiercest, guiltiest flame^ ^ 

Didst dare to raise thy arm in wildest hope 

Against the Lofty One, whose breath was thine; 

One little ray of whose great glory made, 

Sublime and glorious as thou wert, thy life* 

The glittering multitude that look'd to thee 
As chief amongst them, msh'd to do thy will 
When thy proud flag defiance waved to heaven. 
Oh, what a sight must that bright heaven have seen! 
Forms, a pure God had fashion'd for his will, 
Minds, that were brighten'd by the wisdom lit 
For the great cycles of Eternity, 
Then rose in bold rebellion to His power, 
And stood in haughty daring to His might. 
And thou, the loftiest one, with burning rage 
Higl; in the front, with brow, late holy, plough'd 
By cares, sin-bom, and thoughts that made thy lieart 
A nest of stinging serpents— *thy bright harp 
Cast frcnn thee, and a gleaming spear instead 
Summoiuiig courage for the battle-burst* 
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As the black elotid rolPd round the Afanlghty's throae 

Streak'd with foric'd lightnii^s, twelling whh its blast*-— 

Dimly Tevealing mid its scawling depth 

Stern Michael and his band in serried front, 

While far, lar downward gaped the throat of Heil 

Flames flashing greedily around its verge, 

Didst thou not quail T And when thou saw'st thy hosts 

Still clinging fondly, faithfully to thee. 

Did not thy conscience smite thee for thy crime 

In luring them from Him their King and God? 

But the shook caikie. A shadow darken'd heavea. 
Wild raged the fight. From the black cloud shower'd thick 
The red hot bolts upon thy cowering ranks. 
Cowering too late. In vain, in vain, didst thou 
Attempt by the stem trumpet of thy voice * 
The rally of thy host. In vain, in vain. 
Didst thou strive fierce to breast the tempest. On 
Rush'd Michael and his Angels, till the blasts 
Loosen'd in fury, swept thee and thy throng 
Down to the revelling and expectant flames. 
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And now thou feel'st thy endless punic^ment. 
Hurl'd from thy throne, thy crown from off thy head, 
Thy wings scorch'd from thee by His burning touch. 
Heart sear'd, and form made hideous to the view, 
Thou dwell'st in dreadful torture. But alas! 
Still, gathering greater strength from thy despair, 
In all the fiendish daring of thy soul. 
Thou liftest thy broad front and courtest all 
The direst and the fearfulest His wrath 
Gan yet inflict. Routed^ but not subdued-— 
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Still is that tnn, that grasp'd rebellious spear, 
Pointed in ceaseless hate and fierce defiance 
At Him who cast thee from thy seat in heaven. 

Thou hast an awful empire, tjrorgeous flames 

And dkyward smoke, thy mantle Bod thy plume. 

Torture's keen shrieks thy music, and the lapse 

Of centuries thy pride, that thou canst bear 

Unquailing the deep penalty of that 

Thou knowest can never, never be forgiven. 

But still the terror of thy stricken crest 

(Oh, that it should be ! what a wreck art thou, 

Child of a loving Grod !) is lifted high 

In conquering might, amidst the foeble-race 

That crowd with evanescent dust the ball 

Whirling among the myriad orbs, that form 

A spangled pavement for His glorious feet. 

The warrior with his wreath sword-reap'd in fiekis 

Of sickening slaughter, the base creeping worm < 

Whose heart was bounded by his Hoarded goId<-» 

The butterfly beauty fluttering in the glare 

Of fashion and of flattery ; these, all these, 

Hast thou to fill thy flashing sulphurous realm. 

Ply Uiy fierce torm^Qts! for thy slaves deserve theni; 
Roll' thy red billows ! cast thy piercing hail. 
And hurl thy blasts ; they're worthy of them all-* 
That awful judgment day will not spare thee ! 
(Amid the blacken 'd sun and dropping stars 
And shrivelling earth thy sentence will go forth,) 
Then spare not them; but with avenging hand 
Scourge those that scourged in life tiie poor and weak^^ 
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Soorcb the deep pride from those that iralk'd tiie earth 
Like gods, not inse<^, and let man too feel 
Lil^e thee, the justice of an outraged God. 
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THE HARMONY OF THE UNIVERSE. 

God made the world in perfect harmony* 
Earth, air, and water, in its order, each 
With its innumerable links, compose 
But one unbroken chain ; the human soul 
The clasp that binds it to His mighty arm. 

A sympathy throughout each order reigns. 
A touch upon one Ih^ is felt by all 
Its kindred, and the influence ceaseth not 
ForevBr. 'The mass'd atoms of'the earth 
JarrM by the rending of its quivering breas^ 
Carry the movement m succession through 
To the exfremest bounds, so that the foot, 
Tracking the regions of eternal frost, 
Unknowing, treads upon a* soil that throbs 
With the equator's earthquake. 

The tall oak, 
Tliundenng its fall in Apalachiao woods, 
Though the stem echo on the ear is lost. 
Displaces, with its groan, the rings of air. 
Until the swift and subtle messengers 
Bear, each from each, the undulations an, 
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To tiie rich palace of eternal Spring 
That smiles upoa the Gaoges. Yea, on p^ias 
The quick yibiations through the airy realms, 
Not lost, until with Time's last gasp they die. 

The craggy iceberg rocking o'er the surge, 
Telling its pathway by its crashing bolts, 
Strikes its keen teeth within the shuddering bark. 
When night frowns black. Down, headlopg, shoots 

the wreck, 
Lost is the vortex in the dashing waves. 
And the wild scene heaves wildly as before ; 
But every particle that whirl'd and ibam'd 
Above the groaning, plunging mass, hath urged 
Its fellow, and the motion thus bequeath'd 
Lives in the ripple edging fiowery slopes 
With melting lace- work ; or with dimples rings^ 
Smooth basins, where the hanging orange^branch 
Showers fragrant snow, and then it ruffles on, 
Until it sinks upon Eternity. 

'Dius naught is lost in that harmonious chain, 

That, changing momently, is perfect still. 

God, whose drawn breaths are ages, with those breaths 

Renews the lustre. So 'twill ever be. 

Till, with one wave of His majestic arm, 

He snaps the clasp away, and drops the chain 

Again in chaos, sbatter'd by its fidl. 
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MORANNAH. 

Rich sunbeamg were glowingy 

Bright streamlets were flowing, 
Fresh breezes were sweeping the , beautiful sky; 

But, contrast of sadness. 

To all this sweet gladnees, 
Morannah the chieftiiin was waiting to die. 

* 

Through a loop, a dart of flame 

Shot by sunset, streak'd the gloom; 
Lit the prostrate warrior's frame, 

Panther robe and eagle plume. j 

But the robe was stifi* with gore, 

Stain'd and bent th^ haughty crsst; 
Crimson drops were on the floor, 

Oozings of his mangled breast. 
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R(>und the block-house where he lay. 

Sloped a knoll of green ; 
There the same slant sunset ray 

Lit a festive scene. 
All the village throngs were there; 
Aged men and children fair, 
HuntM^ in their ^ deerskin dress. 
Just from out the wilderness, 
Choppers with the glittering axe 
Carried at their brawny . backs ; 
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Had fallen before the pxt^er'd bribe ; 
Tempted with gold, be had sworn to clear 
The hunter's way to the slumberhig deer. 

Midst an oak's roots is a cavity 

Shelving down like a fox's den : 
Standing beside the old gnarl'd tree, 

'Tis hidden from the closest ken.- 
For long thick fern-leaves there are hung, 
An emerald veil o'er the entrance flung« 
But. the slant pit <Hice pass'd, expand 

A cavern's walls, that, winding in, 
Seem wrought out by a Titan's hand. 

The ledge's rocky heart to win. 
On the dark passage leads, till high 
•Glimmers a faij^ glimpse c^ the sky 
As through' a cleft ; the cavern ends, 
But up a rough, wild stair ascends 
Scoop'd in the granite ; t^l the tread 
To the rock's towering height is led. 

Midnight came wi& wind and cloud; 
Now dark, now bright. 
The moon's rich light, 
fitfully glanced through the tatter'd shroud. 

Through the gate of the palisade 
Half a score of the settlers went 
Just as the summer night begun, 
(Half a score for the taking of one,) 
Arm'd with rifle and with blade. 
And swift their course to the 'mountain bent. 
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The gold-bought traitor at dieir liead, 
Up through the mountain woods they sped* 
Skirting the |»ecipioe, threading the glen, 
By the haunt of the wolf-Hdear the rattlesnake's den ; 
Fierce eyeballs glared at them from tree and from nook, 
The tempest in rage the dark wilderness shook; 
Still, led by the guilty one, onward they wend. 
To the lair of the guilty one's sachem and friend* 

Now they are at the old oak tree * 

Whose wreath'd roots hide the cavity. 
High above them soars the ledge, 
Glimmerii^ outlines mark the edge; 
Naught they see, save here and there 
Huge trees writhing in the air. 
Naught they hear, save now and then 
Wolf-howls from the neighboring glen, 
Whilst with fitful shriek and roar 
Sweeps the wild wind, furious, o'er. 

Down the little shelving hollow 
Quick the wretched traitor slides; 

One by one the settlers follow ; 
Slow along the cavern sides 

Grope they onward, till the stair ^ 

Leads them to the upper air. 

In a thicket's twining breast, 

Lies Morannah whelm'd in sleep: 

Chieftain, wake thee from thy rest 
Foemen dose around thee creep! 

Closer, closer^^wake, oh wake! 
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Then, swift boundkig from thy lair 
Who thy foot could overtake 

Dashing down the rooky stair? 
Or baffled, known to none but thee. 

Here, clinging to the dangling grape, 
There, to the slanting cedar-tree, 

Down the steep ledge there is escape. 

Motionless, hapless Morannah lies, 

Closer and closer the foemen creep; 
One more moment, they grasp their prize. 

Ha ! a twig breaks ! with startled leap 
Up starts Morannah — in sudden sheen 
Bursts the freed moonlight upon the scene. 
It shows the crouching foe, and near 
Drawn back as if in mortal fear 
An Indian — what ! his warrior there, 
With trembling limbs and bristling hair! 
Quick flash'd the truth ; his hatchet gleam'd, 

Dead fell th^ trsdtor at his feet; 
No more the fitful moonlight beam'i^ 

Away — away, hb course is fleet; 
A shot rings sharply on the night, 
He staggers in his headlong flight; 
Another brings him to his knee ; 

He rises, . clinging to a bough. 
And firmly braced against a tree, 

He waits the foemen's coming now. 
With his keen hatchet and his knife 

Clutch'd tightly in his outstretch'd hands, 
Ready to brave the unequal strife, 

The bleeding forest warrior stands. 
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As springs the ptnther firom his Ifthr, 
His eyeballs flashkig flames to dare, 

Destruction's toils around kim fluog^ 
With one wild whoop, one sweeping blow 
Amidst the back recoiling foe 

Moramiah $ercely sprung. 
And shrieking high his battle yell. 
He bleeding fought and fighting fell. 

' Still the low sunshine sweetly play'd 
Upon the circling palisade ; 
It bathed with gold the knoU of green, 
It streamed the village huts between; 
The block-house on its western face 
From steep projecting roof to base, 
Was flooded with the radiance bright ; 
The loops seem'd fill'd, like eyes, with light, 
Whilst the long ladder leaning there, 
Was pencill'd sharply on the air. 

Feebler grew Morannah's breath. 

Keener was the pain. 
Phantoms, bom of coming death. 

Floated through his brain, 
Phantoms of the stormy past 
Thronging round him thick and fast— > 
Till a single vision grew, 
Living, to his mental view. 

r 

Where the deep woocb their coverts spread. 
Chasing the deer his steps were led. 
And not till day its hazy course had run, 
Bearing his spoils, his homeward course he won-*— 
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Ha ! do his stmning oyeballs see arig lit f 
Where is the roof that met at morn his sight ? 

Where, oh where! 
Naught but a black and smouldering waste is there : 
All, all — ^his sire, his boy, his bride, 
By white man's ruthless hands had died. 
The tempest rose; in fiercest might 

Through the surging forest bore, 
And in that wild and fearful night 

A Uoody oath he swore, 
Whilst the lightning glared in sulphury light 
And the thunder rattled o'er« 

Another vision by him swept, 

Well hod that oath of blood beoi kept ; 

By day the field with carnage reek'd, 

At night the village sank in flame. 
Until men bowM and women shriek 'd, 

Where'er was spoke his name. 

Then like the clouds in tempestuous strife. 
By roU'd the last dosing soenes of his life. 
The battle on the^ mountain's crest, 

Where, by a thousand ibes hemm'd roundi 
Striving to shield him with their breast 

A grave his fiiithful warriors found— 
His wounds, captivity, and flight, 

With his last tribesman by his side. 
And then the soene of yesternight ! 

Oh ! on that mountain had he died ! 
Then bad no dose walls choked his breadiy 
Hastening the wings of hovering death ; 
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ear the taunt had never met. 
The je8t«-the sneer — the epithet, 
From those that shook in deadliest fear 

When night closed round its solemn shades. 
Lest ere the day daWn they should hear 

His war-whoop round their palisades. 

The sun now touch'd the horizon's rim; 
The slanting pickets faded dim ; 
The block-house rear'd its rounded form , 
Its roof yet tipp'd with radiance warm 
Which melted off — ^but still the throng 
Rejoiced in laughter and in song, 
And not till night claim'd earth and asr, 
Was the green block-house hillock hare. 

As the first star gemm'd twilight's gloom, 

The hamlet's white-hair'd patriarch 
Enter'd, with torch, the captive's room ; 

He heard a rattle in the dark. 
Perchance he came to taunt the chiei^ 
For the old man was fierce in ire ; 
Perchance he came to yield relief, 
For age allays the spirit's fire* 
He heard that rattle ; high his torch he rear'd : 
There lay the chieftidn — ^there the warrior fear'd 
His limbs faint fluttering, while from out his throat 
Came that death rattle — ^life's expiring note. 
But as the light upon his brow was flung, ; 

Up from his couch the dying sachem sprung, 
Up from his couch, and with one warrior look 
In his clench'd grasp his knife he feebly shoek, 



©= 



=© 



e= 



SB 







(807) 



Fr<Nii his weak tongue one faltering war-wkoop paas'd, 
Then down tke chieftain sank-^death, death had oome at 
last. 



THE WALK AND THE PIC-NIC. 

Thb sky is a sapphire^ die clouds pearly white, 
The wind from the west winnows blandly and light, 
Deep and rich is the gloss of the sunshine below-— 
The grass, leaves, *and iSowers all rejoice in the glow. 
The shadows, cast down by the air-skimming sails. 
Are rippling o'er hilUtops and glancing o'er vales, 
'Tis the day for our pic-nic, let's haste, or the sun 
Will be dipping below ere our long path is won* 

At length, from all parts of the village, we throngs— 
O'er the maple-lined sidewalk we scatter along, 
Our baskets well i^ored, and so loud our delight 
That we start Taggett's team from Nate's store in affiright : 
We pass by the office — << James, why do you wait?*' 
To a laggard shouts Cady— «* you're always too late f" 
We turn the stone store— up the Pleasant pond road, 
Green richer, the fields on each side never show'd ; 
j We pass the fiat rock where we often found rest. 
When, on our return-walk, gleam'd golden the west; 
On the hill-brow we turn, the white village to view, 
Its three modest steeples traced dear on the blue ; 
To the right Brownson's paad — ^then we enter the wood, 
Its echoes leap out to our frolicsome mood ; 
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The sweet ringing laugh of gay Martha is heard. 

And Kate trips along with the grace of a bird ; 

To the wind's downy kisses bares Sarah her brow. 

And Mary's black eyes were ne'er brighter than now, 

While one, grave and thoughtful, to each proffers aid — 

My friend ! sleeping now in the valley of shade, 

As the cloud over sunshine, remembrance of thee 

My boyhood's companion! draws sadness o'er me. 

<< James, faster!" cries Cady, *^and think where you are. 

Bring your thoughts fnun the clouds, or we'll never be 

there !" 
We all mcve on speedily ; down the descent 
With song, talk, and laughter, our journey is bent : 
"James, carry this basket!'^ says Hull, in a huff 
At the speed of our way, '' I've had trouble enough !'* 
''See that rose!" cries Louisa, and instant the stem 
Is mourning the loss of its beautiful gem. 
Our party has reach'd now the foot of the hill. 
And we rest for a space on the trunk by the rill ; 
One twists . from the hopple a chalice of green, 
And stoops, for the lymph, the dense thicket between ; 
One whirls a thick branch, as a fine twanging sound 
On tiie ear tells a hungry musquito is round, 
Whilst Hull, never loth, takes immediate seat. 
Complaining in bass of the dust and die heat. 
We leave the green spot, our swift journey resume— 
The forest twines closer its cool verdant gloom ; 
Above, like an arbor, the greea branches meet, 
And the moss springs elastic, yet soft, to our feet. 
The shade is so dense, the gray rabbit scarce fears 
To show, o'er the fern clump, his long peering ears, 
And the saucy red-squirrel, erect on his spray, 
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Were mueeB, if Kk ehatter-toogae did not betray ; 

A scatter of Tianda, with plunge in the brake. 

As 'one stumbles o'er a ooil'd root like a snake. 

There's a laugh frtMn tiie group, and a lofty perch'd erow 

Lifts his foot, with a 'Croak, and looks wisely below ; 

But onward we joumey-^we catch, as we pass 

Throi;^ vittas, quick glimpses of rook, stream, and grass. 

Then ^Iftil we loiter by mounds plump in moss 

With sundiine like bars of gdd lying across ; 

We peel the sweet birch bark, we pluck from the gioimd 

The rich, pungent winte^reen growing around, 

We taste the sour sorrel, in handfuls we pick 

llie bright partridge-berry sown crimscm and thick ; 

We hear the near quail, from the rye stubble, call, 

And we watch the black beetle on rolling his ball^ 

Then Ibrward again, with new strength on our way, 

Our footsteps as light as our bosoms are gay ; 

A whirr— *and,'. so sudden, the heart gives a bound. 

The partridge bursts up from his basin of ground ; 

Three clear, fife-like notes— first, a low, Hquid strain^ 

Then high, and then shrill — all repeated again, 

'Tis the brown-thresher, perch'd on yon pine grim and dark, 

Our sweetest of minstrels— our own native lark. 

We pass the low sawmill^ — the bridge o'er the brook, 

Where it glides, slow and deep, by each alder-clothed nook. 

We toB up the hill — o'er the fields are the irames 

Of hemlocks, scathed black by the fierce fallow-flames. 

Or girdled, with half-naked trunks smooth and gray, 

To catch the red lightning, or sink in decay. 

Again the wood closes — still wend we along, 

Approadiing the robin, it ceases its song, 

The black^snake, warm basking, his sunlight forsakes. 
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As, at tbe loud beat of our atepsy he awakes ; 
The trees shrink away— one more hill to our feet 
And our eyes Pleasant pond, in its beauty will greet; 
There glitters the outlet--still, upwavd, we pass, 
Andtheroy spreads its smooth polic^'d bosom of glass. * 
On the east) lifts a hill, low and rounded, its orown 
With a slopsy like a robe, on each side falling down, 
All verdant with meadow, and- bristling with grain, 
From its top, to the edge of the bright liquid plain ; 
Thenee the banks, sweepings round to the north and the 

west, 
With clearing and field inten^raed on their breast. 
Are lost in the blaok«>frowning gloom of the wood 
That hides, with its shadows, the southenunoet flood. 
How quiet how peaceful how lovely the soene ! 
The glossy black shades from yon headlands of greon, . 
That sheet of bright crystal which spreads from the shore, 
Now dark'ning, as lightly the breeze tramples o'er. 
Those shafb of quick spdendor-^these dazzles of li^t 
So painful, so blinding, eyas- shrink from the sight; 
And still, to our fiz'd gaze, new colors reveal^ 
Here, Reaming like silver — Iheroi flashing like steel. 
We hear, in the stillness, the low of the herd. 
The. sound of the sheep-bell, the chirp of the bird 
All borne from the opposite border^-^and harki 
How the echoes long mimic the dtng's rapid bark! 
Sep that white gleaming streak^-^-'tis the wake -of the loon 
As she oar9 her swift passage-^her dive will be soon; 
She's vanish'd — now upward again to the sight. 
Her dappled back lit by a pencil of light ; 
But the bark has aroused her^— she's seeking te fly, . 
She stretches her neck, with shrill, tremulous cry, 
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She flounders in low heavy circles just o'er, 

Till nerved by the loud hostile sounds from the shore^ 

Uprising, she shoots like a dart to her brood 

Close hid in the water-plants edging the wood. 

On this lap of green grass the white cloth is display 'd, 
A maple bends over it» gdden»8treakM shade ; 
We place cup and ti«ncher-^the viands ar^B spread, 
Whilst a pile of pine knots flame a pillar of red : 
We slice the rich lemoo, the gifls of the spring 
Bubbling up in its cool sandy basin we bring, 
The white glistening sugar, the bolter, like gold 
And the fruits of the garden, our baskets unfold,— 
The raspberry bowl-shaped — the jet tiny cone 
Of the blackberry, - p!uck'd from the thicketB are: strown : 
All grace the gras».table— our cups mantle free 
With the dark purple coffee, and light amber tea, . 
Woody water, and bank, tcmgue the laugh and the jest; 
And the goddess oi mirdi reigns supreme in each breast. 

The sunset is slanting-^i-a pyramid bright 
Is traced on the waters, in spangles of light ; 
A gray blending glimmer then steals like a pall ; 
Gold, leaves hill aad tree«top-«*brown, decqpens o'er all ; 
The bat whe^ around— ^eends the nighthawk his cry, 
And the whippoorwill whistles her sweet lullaby ; 
Far voices steal, touching the ear with a charm. 
And the bark of the watch«dog sounds faint from the farm. 
We smile at the hoarse heaved-up roar of the frog. 
And his half-smother'd gulp as he dives from his log. 
And then hasten homeward, fatigued, but still gay, 
With the mood's lustrous silver to brighten our way. 
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THE FALLS OF NORMAN'S KILL.* 

A DAT in lodiftii Summer; bere, the nkj 

Shows a bright veil of silve?, there, a shade 

Of soft vad misty purple, with the fleece 

Of downy clouds, and azure streaks between ; 

The light falls meekly, and the wooing air 

Fans with a brisk ritality the frame. 

The woods have lost the bright and varied charm 

Of magic Autumn, and the &ded leaves 

Hide with one robe of brown the earth that late • 

Glow'd like the &bled gardens of the East* 

Still all around is lovely. Far the eye 

Pierces the naked woods, and marks the shades 

I^ke prone black pillars with their capitals 

Form'd by the sprays, and rocks« ravines, and mounds, 

(Hidden when Summer smiles) and sparkling rills. 

Trickling o'er mossy stones. 

A low, stom tone 
Rumbles upon the air, as winding. dawn 
The gullied road, I seek the go^ge where flows 
The stream to mingle with the river flood 
In the brief eastward distance. On my left 
Are the brown waters, a high rocky isle 
Like a huge platform midway ; and the steep 

* The N«rman*8 Kill is a. Btream about two mUes aouth of Albany, 
the turnpike croamng it very near itB entnmce into the Hudson. The 
Falls are a little to the nght, in a deep ravine. 
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Tree-oolumn'd ridge, in summer dense with shade% 
But rigged now with gaunt and leafless boughs, 
And only green where stretoh the piny plumes 
And hemlock fibres. On my right the bank, 
Of slate and crumbling gravel, pitches down 
Now sheer, now hollow'd out,- the dark blue elay 
Showing its strata veins, while on the edge 
High up and dwarf d by distance, cHng tall trees. 
A rocky rampart, seam'd and dash'd with white, 
Is piled before me, and the bending sky 
Close at its back. Advancing, with the sound 
Louder and louder, waters leap and gush 
And foam through channell'd outlets : dashing now 
O'er terraces, now flinging o'er a rock 
A shifting fringe of silver, shooting quiek 
Through some deep gully, like a glassy dart, 
And now in one rich mass of glittering foam 
Sent downward, with light particles of spray 
In white smoke rising. 

Like the puny wrath 
Of die weak child, to manhood's passion burst 
When his fierce heart is flaming ; like the voice 
Of the low west wind, to the mighty sweep 
Of the roused northern storm-blast, art thou now 
Oh rushing stream { to when the roaring rains 
Have swell'd thy fbontains, and with thundering bursts. 
Foaming and leaping, thou dost dash along 
Restrainless in thy awfbl force, to rend 
And whirl and whelm, until a mightier wave 
Swallows thy raging being. Bridge and tree 
Torn into fragments, roll and plunge and toes. 
Till those that now might look on thee and smile. 
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High curi'd ih^ smoke fiom the humble roof with dawmng^e 

earliest' bird. 
And the tinkle of the anvil, first of the village soundsi was 

heard ; 
The bellows-pufT, the hammer-beat, the whistle and the song, 
Told, stead&stly and merrily, toil roU'd the hours along, 
Till darkless fell, and the smithy then with its forge's clear 

deep light 
Through chimney, window, door, and cleft, pour'<i blushes 

on the night. 

The morning shows its azure breast and scarf of silvery 

fleece, _ 

The margin-grass is group'd with cows, uid spotted o'er with 

geese ; 
On the dew-wet gre^i by the smithy, there's a circle of 

crackling fire. 
Hurrah ! how it blazes and curls around the coal-man's 

welded tire ! 
While o'er it, with tong8> are the smith and his man, to fit it 

when cherry-red. 
To the tilted wheel of the huge grinoed ark in the back- 

ground of the shed. 

There's a stony field on the ridge to plough, and Brindle 

must be shod. 
And at noon, through the lane from the farm-house, I see 

him slowly plod ; 
In the strong frame, chewing his cud, he patiently stands, 

but see ! 
The bands have been placed around him — ^he strugglesto 

be free : 
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Retired wttlua the gloom dntt hid the depths 
Of the thick forest^ till the brush of aight. 
Had aiiaded in each object. Still a hue 
Of brightDeas lingered round the tracery 
Of the tree>-auiiimit8, where a few white stars 
Were deepening ; whilst within the broad rich weit 
One orb-Hiight's first-^was beating like a pulse 
Splendid and large. The fire, supplied, bumM olear, 
Bronzing the dark, deep umbrage of the pine. 
Spattering the thiokets witii great crimson blotti 
And streaking, as with streams of blood, the sward* 
So strong the ruddy gloss juil round the fire, 
The grass-blades twinkled, and the doTer-tufts 
Flash'd out like silrer spangle*. In the depths 
Of the black forest, where the gleams reach'd not. 
The fire-flies sparkl^, and within the nooks 
The dead wood show'd a glaring like fierce eyes. 

As the baad sat around the camp-fire's glow. 
The jest and song flew quickly ; legends strange 
And stories of the woods— old daring feats-^ 
Dangers escaped, and panther-fight»-*-pass'd round 
From lip to lip, till one old hunter, strong 
And rigorous, though his form was gaunt and bent) 
Glanced on the narrow mounds where flecks of gold 
Had late been quiTering, and with sorrowing voice 
Told the dark, bloody legend of the spot. 

''The hunters had been out, as we this day, 
Beating the Willewemoo's woods, which then 
Were far more lonely, wild, and dark than now* 
Our tillage waa a straggling hamlet, girt 
With slanting palisades. As sunset glowM, 
Our footsteps lit upon this self-same spot* 
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We halted. The melodious rtieara its gifb 

Grave to our tongues. The goUen-tinted woods 

Laid on our brows their shadows, and the grass 

Spread to our limbs its yelvet. Song and tate, 

As now, went round the group. High flash'd our fire, 

And the dark boughs blush'd brightly in its glare. 

Round the clear blaze the hunters stretch'd their frames. 

Grasping their rifles. One-«myself — ^was placed 

As sentry to protect their helplessness. 

The frog piped shrill its music, and the owl 

Vied with the whippoorwill — all else was still. 

Another hour, the fire had cowered beneath 

Crouching and springing fitfully, and dien 

Licking the ashes. On my eyelids weigh'd 

Sleep, heavily, like lead, whilst now and then 

My brain would whiri in brief foi^etfulness* 

Hark I a twig snapp'd — hush ! silence fell again, 

'Twas but a squirrel. Ha! from out the woods 

Was not* the blackness crawling in dim shapes 

Near us ? No, no, 'twas but the glimmer of sleep 

Within my fluttering eyelids. Still I heard 

Each sylvan sound proclaiming peace and rest. 

The owl-hoot, cricket-(^irp, and sorrowing plaint 

Of the lone whippoorwill, whilst myriad frogs 

Rang out their silver chiming. Down I sunk. 

A burst of shrieks. The fire leap'd brightly up. 

Hatchets were flashing, wild forms leaping round 

And limbs quick tossing in death agonies. 

I started, but a knee was on my breast, 

A fierce red eye met mine, and gnashing teeth 

Whence die hot breath came hissing, and as peid'd 

Shrill horrid whobpe upon my shrinking ears, 
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I felt the hatchet smk within my side : 
The sharp ooM knife swift glided round my hrowa^ 
My hair was clutch'd, and then with keenest pangs 
The scalp was wrench'd away; my sight grew black. 
I woke to consciousness; my tortured head 
Lay on a human breast; a human eye 
LookM pitying on me> Soon the features broke 
Upon my swimming memory ; 'twas the scout 
Of the near village, whose kind hand was now 
Sprinkling the stream's cod silver on my face, 
Whilst round me many an anxious neighbor stood. 
The morning sun had painted with its light 
Palisades, roofs, and blook*house, but the forms 
Of the expected hunters darkened not 
The sunbeam slanting in a narrow cleft 
Thioiigh which the clearing-pathway pierced the woods. 
The gaze was ceaseless from the picket-loops, 
But still the hunters came not. Noon reel'd red 
Upon the sunmiits of the distant pines, 
And edged the threshold of the cleft with shade, 
Still they were absent. Downward sloped the sun; 
Blaoken'd the eleft, and yet they cftme not thence. 
At length a group with f<^ar.wingM footsteps sought 
The lost, and fodnd them. Scalp'd, in jellied gore. 
The hunters lay, stone-dead. A movement slight 
Told that I lived. The scout bound up my head 
Stripped by the knife ; and whilst these graves, round which 
The fire-flies ope and shut their gold-green lamps. 
Were hollow'd for my comrades, I was borne 
To my low cabin, by the bloek-hotfse knoll, 
Where with grim death I fought a weary time, 
But rose to vigorous strength and life at last.'' 
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Of Uaoktorry brambles, spangled o'er itt ^ring 
With diver, and in autumn studded thiok 
With ebon gems, -is twined. Here, years ago, 
Lived an old hunter. Rough his deer-skin gurb 
And wild his features* Black and sha^y brows 
Roof 'd the deep sockets, in whose gloomy depths 
CHared fierce, keen eyes* Those couch'd and snake- 
like balls 
Ne'er met another's look, but with qui(^ shift 
Bluded, and if still the gaze sought his, 
A frown drew up its coils upon his brow, 
And from those cavernous depths malignant gleams . 
Shot sidelong as he tufn'd. Beep mystery robed 
Tlie hunter. None his -lonely cabin shared, 
Save one gaunt hound with grim and threatening look, 
Whose savage growls, whene'er belated foot - 
Trod the night-shadow'd glade, caused thrill of fear. 
Hie chopper, wending homeward in the dark. 
From his near wood-lot at the forest edge, 
Heard horrid shrieks,. and oaths, and phrensied diouts 
In the old hufiiter's voice, from out the hut. 
Ceasing as those deep wanting growls arose 
At the near coming footstep. When abroad 
Amidst the haunts of men the hermit went, 
He bore his rifle slanted on his arm 
With finger ever ready to the lock. 
As tiirough tkte village street he swiftly pass'd, 
Shooting his subtle sidelong glances round. 
It seem'd as though his coming cast a. sh^de 
Upon the sunshine. Children ceased their play 
And clung to one another till he pass'd* 
And the old gossips^ chattering in a group, 
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Succeeded; sobde grew his serpent-eje, 
And, lifting up the deer, he mutter'd low 
Of sudden pains, and quickly left the spot. 

Again — 'twas such a glorious day as this. 

The village children, I aniong the rest, 

Went nutting in the woods. In merriest mood 

We shook the hickory's ivory balls beneath^ 

And left a circle of greelt shells around 

The mossy loots. Now mocking in our glee 

Th» harsh, brief trumpet of the restless jay 

Tossing amidst the thickets his plumed head 

And fluttering his blue wings ; nOw up th6 oak 

GhisBUig, led thither by the shrieking yelps 

Of the pet spaniel, shivering with delight 

And dancing as on wires, until we saw 

The squirrel's silvery fur amidst the leaves. 

We toy'd along ; till came we to the edge 

Of the dread glade. Upon the soft, sweet air 

We heard a voice-; now bubbling amidst leaves, 

Now choked, now lifted almost to a scream. 

It seem'd as though the broken accents tried 

To frame a prayer but could not. Back we press'd 

Back from the i«>unds. But one bold, reckless boy 

Trod with a cautious oft-arrested step 

And face where curiosity o'er fear 

Had triumph'd, and upon the grassy glade 

He saw the hunter prostrate ; ' dashing now 

His head upon the earth, and now with hands 

Tight folded^ stealing timid looks towards Heaven, 

But quickly dropping them, whilst those dread sounds 

Came from his writhing ferm. Me saw and fled. 
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Had fiemsed Hbm writhings, towards them atole the gfoop. 

The fragnMHits of a human form were strewed 

In the wild midst; white bones were here and there 

Scatter'd among 1<m^ strips of gory fiesh' 

And shreds' of garments. Near them was a honnd. 

Mangled and crush'd into a shapeless heap. 

A face, half peel'd from hrow to chin, was sefen 

Amidst the fragments. Gazing whh deep awe. 

The single villagers those featares knew ; 

And looking at each other, whispering low, 

And calling up each scene that made the life 

Of tiie rude hunter sueh dark mystery, 

They broke a grave within the frosen earth, 

Grather'd, in shuddering silence, the remains, 

And left the blood-stam'd to his last repose* 



' A VlSrr TO THE MONGAUP FALLS.» 

The heat spreads a pale shining glaae oW the sky, 
Like piles of carved brass, the clouds motionless lie ; 
The west hath not sent yet its soft kissing breese 
To stir the close air, or wake Ufe in the trees; 
With dull, weighty languor the frame is oppress'd, 
The shades dropp'd around bring no coolness or rest; 
As we pant under shelter or melt in the glow 
Our minds wander off to the regions of snow ; . 



* These falls are in a wild and romantic stream called the Monganp, in 
SulMvaa county, state of New Toric. 
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We stoop ta WftAd la Mr feeea the hlofW $ 
We struggle tliMUgh hollows^ rolV sinootlt ov«r moss, 
And joh «¥er h^s thi^ swamp-stretmnlet seress, 
Where we sears up ^le Woedoock, quick catdifng a 
Of the rich-tiiited sheldrske swiftty seeking hfsf nook 
Then upwanl'We labor; the steep ridge ire crown. 
Either side on the* tops of tall trees looking down:, 
Our €Oui«e onlf jpoinfed by tkne-blaokenM hacks 
The pioneer-settler has marked with his axe. 



ThaC rustle! joy, joy! *tis the breeze moist and s^et, 
Oh how the leaves daiice up and down to its feet? 
It glides with smooth balm o'^r dor heat-beaded skin, 
Each pulse feels its soothing-^^'-each breath draws it in, 
It blows the 'wet hair from our bfows with its kiss, 
And wv yieM in delight to the delicate bliss ; ^ 
The aspens shake loosely like fountains in play, 
The maples quiek change their green colors to gray, 
The hendocks give murmurs Hke millions of bees, 
Theve's a patter like rain in the sHght bit*cheh trees; 
WhereveT diose pinions are fanning their flight 
There coolness and mnsio-^here life and delight.* 

We leave the wood-shadows dtirik, breezy, and sweet ; 
Again, like a burning-glass, beats down the heat ; 
The low-gabled schoolhouse we pass^ on our way. 
The white-headed urchins shrill shouting in play ; 
The road down the hill by a torrent seems rent, 
Loose stones and deep guHies — a break-neck descent— 
We glide o*er the flat, round the' angle we spin, 
And halt, with a shout, at ^e Forestbui^h Inn. 
In a room lined with benches, and sprinkled with sand. 
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At a picketed nook, the bof s elampnnis steady . • 
Where botdee and glewee and roUe of eigan . . 
Show tempting behind the hidf-eweep of the ban ; 
We seek then the parloi^-nrag carpet on iodtf 
A wild staring sampler fimned over the door, 
Chairs yellow and bright, wooden elock ticking load, 
A nurror, whose gilding baize wraps in a sbcoiid,. 
Brown hangings of paper the windows that screeaV 
And hearth fill'd with ptumes of ai|Muragiie green. 
The girls there await us ; our path we oommence 
Tliough crimson«8temmM buckwheat, o'er rough clearing 

fence; 
The '< barrens" spread round u% a shrubby pint growth 
With low sneaking hemlocks thin aprinkled, as loth 
To show e'en their fhoes, and gaunt txees with locks 
Of gray brittle moss, and earth scatter'd with rocluk 
Yet paths branch all over the cattle have, trod, 
Tkt ground-pine o'ertwining its thick fringing sod,. 
The low whortleberries t what thousands we view, 
In large tempting clusters of light misty blue I 
As round them we gather and cull with deliglU 
A sound stops the mirth, pales each cheek with affright, 
A quick whizzing sound, like the wings of a bee 
Shrill singing in efibrts from toils to be free ; 
The rattlesnake ! back, back — the rattlesnake ! look 
At his coil of fierce wrath in yon bough shadQw'd nook ! 
His eyes flash quick sparkles — ^his tongue quivers red, 
The bro.wn turns to bronze as he arches his head ; 
Back — ^back— ^11 his warning t)ie dread reptile gives, . 
The post he has ta^en he holds while he lives ; 
High shakes he his rattles with venomous strength* 
Keep back, and no danger — he da/ts but bis length ! 
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A stone whizzes at him — ^he writhes at the blow/ 
More fierce i» his rattle, more vivid his glow, 
His ^es fiacdi more Inridly^-ewifler his tongue — 
See, see, from his coil the * fierce demon has sprung f 
But another jagg'd missile is hurlM on his head, 
Down cntshiag its terror — ^his being is sped. 

We oome to a Mil, oace with trees phzmaged o'er. 

But a whirlwind has struck it — its pride is no more. 

Strew'd round, like the straw that the reaper disdains, 

In a wHd tangled mass lie the forest remains ; 

Fork'd roots with the soil th^ir tough fibres had grasped, 

Bought twisted in boughs they in falling had clasp'd. 

Trunks lying on truilks in strange mazes, but through 

The path tdrn» and wii^ds like a labyrinth-clew, 

Till Wft readh a great hemlock, its body stretch'4 pr(»e 

Down the slope of the hill it once claimed for its tfavone ; 

Along its rough surface we tread as a bridge,' 

And leave the drear wind-fall, with joy, on its ridge. 

The forest spreads over its ceiling of green. 
We thread its dim aisles, its high columns between:; 
The wintergreens show, lying low at our tracks. 
Their balls, as though moulded of pure snowy wax ; 
The mallows, in clumps spotted over the grass, ' 
Their cheese&i encased in their drawn sacks, we pass ; 
Its scarf of richpink^ the wild rose:.bush displays, 
A canopy fit for the dance of the ^ys ; 
On its dim pillar'd stem hangs the sunflower's crown 
Points of delicate gold round a bosom of brown, 
We strip the red 'beads from the sorrel, and shake 
The down^ from the rich taw^y plumes of the brake ; 
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We part with soft dick the smooth joints of the raah^ 

To scent their straiig fragraooe the nunt^eaves we cniah» 

Whilst the blackbeny's beehire^shaped fmitaige of jet 

Is clustered in brambles twined KHmd like a aet. 

But on ! for a low steady murmur is heard| 

Like the pioe when its plumes by soft breathin^^ are stirr'd ; 

Then deeper and sterner, as onward we wend. 

Like tiie pine when the breeae makes its proud summit 

beadt 
Then swell'd jp an aur-shakiog^ nerre^thrilling roar, 
] Like a forest of pines when fierce blasts tvsample o'er* 
We haste down the steep in the serpeat^tike path, 
Still louder the torrent's stem, breath4aking wi^h. 
Till we pause at the brink of a pool dark as night, 
And scattered with slow circling spangles of whi6e# 
A deep gorge winds upward, and forth, with a. bound 
Tbn cataract's pitch shakes its thunder around ; 
It comes from its shadow'd and priaoo^ike glen 
With a leap and a roar, like a lion from den ; 
Wild fir-trees, ccmtorted as fix'd in some spasm, 
And tall bristling pines adding gloom to the chasm 
A dark, gloomy gulf, webb'd below with a screeUt 
The cataract casting white flashes )>etween. 
As though a mad monster in torments beneath 
Were now and then grasping the bough^ with his teeth. 

Around the black pool spread the thickets^ juid push . 
Their skirts in the water, of sapling and busb« « 

In June, the dense laurels that shadow the brink 
Are cover'd with beautiful clusters of pink, 
But now, in the sun their long leates to the sight 
Glint from their green polish swift da^sdes of light. 
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Our pftity* has fi^mul into ]^ups scatter'd ronnd 
Some' listing intent to the cataract's aound ; 
Some swinging on grape-vines slung loose between trees, 
Their foreheads ftnn'd oool in the play of the hreeze, 
Some kneeling where- up peers -a fountain of glass, 
Like an eye- of soft gray, through ite lasheiS of grass ; 
While some cHmb the platform, where, down at their feet, 
Five pitches the torrent makesj sheet after sheet. 
First winding, then plunging, once more and once more, 
Till each voi^^ is blent m one agony-roar. 

We all are now seated on grass green and cool. 

In a thicket whence glimpses are caught of the pool ; 

At the height of our mirth, one points quick where the 

screen 
Lets a spaod^ of tiie fbam-jewellM basin be seen ;; 
With still, cautious' htod we our network divide; ' 
Leaves shake on the basin's fringed opposite side ; 
Two antters are thrust fbrth—- out stretches a head-^ 
A deer steals to view with slow hesitant tread ; 
Each side he indiaes a neck graceful and slim. 
Then stoops his proud forehead, advances a limb ; 
Draws in the clear water, moves on as he drinks. 
Now the flood laves his sides ; ha ! he flounders, he sinks ! 
He rises, and, snorting, strikes out; with his feet. 
And, bubbles round boiling, plies swifl ^rdugh the sheet. 
With antlers on shoulder, and nose»in the air. 
Her comes, the bright creature ! in line with our lair. 
He touches the mai^n, 'tis scaled with a bound, 
A shake flings the glancing dropd shdwering around, 
Then catching quick sight of an ill^rotided fttce, 
A bjown shooting streak for an instant We trace. 
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The next, the okMS forest oonMnb biaa, «nd deep . 
Bftch breathes a loi^ sighy m joat waken'd from 8le^« 

Now some all the arts of the angler employ, 

The keeiHsightedi quidk-heaiiag trout to decoy : 

A bright mimic fly skims the surfi^oe, but bo ! 

Naught rises ; we have but our pains fbr the throw ; 

A worm up and down next umtcs genUy, alas ! 

Not a jerk to the rod* not a break on the ^ass. 

Yet air-bells burst round u% and leapings are heaidt 

Except where our lines are, the whole, pool is stirr'd ; 

But here comes a butterfly ! follow his «kun» 

We'll warrant a trout makes a dash now at him; 

CSonfimnd our ill-luck ! Yes, a loud-ringiog splash ; 

A splendid two-pounder is up like a flash, 

His spots £urly gleam'd in his leap to the air.; 

That's enough! and our xods are thrown by in despair^ 

Meanwhile a rude platform the others have madei 
Of logs weij^ed together, boards over tbem laid. 
It floats by the pool-side ; hurrah, boys, a raft ! 
We'll enjoy a short trip en our l)gbt buoyant oraA; 
The girls shrink^ but yield ; w^ all crowd on its floor, 
TiH it yields to our weight-^we then pu^i from the ritore ; 
We pole through the water, and drive as we go, 
From his sun-bask, the sheath'd snappiug^urtle below. 
Our goal is the oatarii^t's foot ; and our ear 
Is flll'd with the roaring, more loud as more near* 
A glance of the sun the white torrent has kisa'd. 
And see I a rich rainbow is spann'd o'er the misi ; 
The flood sepsis as fierce springing at us, theii kiai 
In a high foaming hUloek oonvulsively toss'd ; 
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Appxx)achiiig too doBe, the raft dtps in the mound ; 

Like a fear-madden'd steed the firail thing gires a hound, 

But the impetus sends us from danger away 

Unharm'd, save a quick drenching hath of the spray, 

And hack we safe glide, thouf^ in loudest complaint 

The girls all declare they are ready to faint. 

We touch the green marge ; haric I a sh!riek shrill and loud, 

A hird with huge wings, like a fragment of cloud, 

Shoots swift from* the gorge, sweeps around, then on high 

Cleaves his way, till he seems a dim spot in the sky ; 

Then stooping in circles, contractitig his rings. 

He swoops to a pfne^-top and settles his wings; 

An eagle ! an eagle ! how kingly his form ! 

He seem^ iit to revel in sunshine and storm ; 

What terrfMe talons, what strength in that heak, 

His red, rolling eye*halls the proi|d monarch speak ; 

He oato looks, superb and majestical, down^ 

His pine for a tfafooe, and his crest lor a crown; 

He stirs not a feather, though shoutings arise, ' 

But still flings^ beneath mute contempt at our cries; 

A branch is hurl'd upward, wl^rls near him, hut vain. 

He looks down hiis eloquent, glorious dSsdain, 

Till he <^ooaes to 6{Hread his broad pinions of gray 

And launch in majestic, slow ikiotion away. ^ 
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Befbre k, tSU along dM» ragged top 
Smiles a rich stxifie of gdd, that up atdl 
Until, it dwindles to a thiead, sad than 
As.tesatk glides fron a minor, aaslta away* 
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Now aJB I tread the twisting oattle-path 
Along its base, the cool air on my biow, 
I hear a ceaseless twitter running through 
The tl^es and bushes from the nestling birds, 
Blent with the long«heaved sighing of the pine, 
The buzz of insects on their skimming wings, 
And the daepothioated gurgle oi the brook 
Down in the black ravine. A milled yoiee 
The hoUow too upseads; low hanaa talk- 
Shrill wJiistlingfr^tones of child.rea at their play-* 
The cow.bell tinkling in tlie meadow-grass — 
The loud, quick bellow echoii^ down the vale— » 
The bleat — ^the bam-yard clarion — and the wheel 
On the ear fibakiaig; yea, so sliU the air, 
I hear the fdeasant r&stling of the scythe 
Cutting its keen way through the long, deep gx«ai» 
And e'en the fitful stamping of yon horse 
Standing within a comer of the rails 
Bouarting his paatuve» 

Back I trace my path; 
The twilight deepens. Shadowy, vast, and grim 
The mountain loomsj, whilst on the western hills 
The darkness gathers in one gloomy mass ; 
Cer head the stars out-tremMe, and the moon 
Late cold and blind, is filing rich ' with light ; 
And as the east grows duskier, shadows faint 
Are thrown upon the earth, till soft and sweet 
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The moonlight bathes all nature in its oalm 
And eetemn joy. Oh hdy, holy hour ! 
Hour of pure thought, whrni worMly x^ares de^rt. 
When heaven seems near the weary one of earth 
And God o'erbending with inviting smile. 



ANGLING. 

Thk south wind is breathing most sweetly to-dayi 
The sunshine is veil'd in a mantle of gray, 
The Spring rains are past, and the streams leap along 
Not brimming nor shrunken, with sparicle and song ; 
'Tis the month loved by angler^-*'tis beautiful June !— 
Away then, away then, to bright Callikoon ! - 

A narrow wild path through the Ibrest is here, 
With light tiny hoof-prints, the trail of tihe deer f 
Beside and above us, what splendor of green f 
The eye can scarce pierce the dense branches betweos, 
How lightly this moss»billeck yields to tike foot ! 
How gnarlM is yon bough, and how 'twisted that root! 
What white and pink dust^s the laurel hangs out, 
The air one deep hum from the bees all about f 
The cbesnut*-'tis gala day "with hei^— behold 
Her leaves nearly cover'd with plumage of gdd ! 
Whilst thick in the depths of the coverts below. 
The blackberry blossoms are* scattered like mow. 
High up, the' brown4hra8her is tuning her lay. 
And the red-crestad woodpecker hammers away. 
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The caw jai the oiow echoeft hoftro^ Irom the tops. 
The ]iom of the looutft swells^ shrilly and stops. 
While knots of bright- hntlecfiies iutter anHmd, 
And seeks the str^ied squkrdL his oat* in the gteund. 



We break fiom. the tfee-groups ; a^ glade de^ with gxassj 

The white clover's brea^ loads the sense as we pass, 

A spaiUie-^«a streak— *a broad glitter is seen 

The bright Caltikooo dirongh ils thiekets of green ! 

We rush' to the banks — ^its «weet music we hear, 

Its gus)i, 4ash, and gurgle all Ueot lo the ear, 

No shadows are dmwn l^ the cdoud-coverkl son,* 

We plunge in Ihe crystal, our sport is begun. , 

Our line where thai ripple shoots onward, we throw. 

It sweeps to the foam-spangled, eddy below, 

A tremor— *«t pull — the trout upward is thrown. 

He swinips to our basket-r-the prize is our own. 

We pass iim slill shaUow8-*a jdunge at our side---' 
The dive of the mnskrat, its terror to hide. 
A damor is heard,, spots are darting fcom sight— 
The duck with her biood iqpeeding on in afright. 
A rush — ^the ^uick water-snipe cleaving the air*— 
Wq, pass the still shallows — our prey is not there. 

■But here, where the trunk stretches ihalf o'er the brook, 
And slumber;? the pool in a leaf-i^dow!d nook, ^ 
Where eddies. are dimpling and circling away, 
Steal gently, for here lies the king of our prey. 
Throw stilly — ^if greater the sound meets his ear 
Than the burst of a .bubble, you strike him with fear : 
How cautious his touch of the death-hiding bait, 
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The rod now is tmabKB^ r ^i*^ «* pttimrtijr wnt l 

A pull — ^rufl^ your line, yet tam^ g^^ — ^'twfll bring 

The credulous Tiothn more sure te hie epriag, 

A jerk, end the angle is bent ta ili leng^, 

Play the line from the reel or 'twill break with his strength ! 

fib darts nmad in fiiam, but his vtgcnr U pant; 

Draw steadily to yon-^ou^l have biHi a* last ! 

Raise up, but beware that strong straggle' and gesp. 

And the noble snaved orealuie is filling youv graspw 

How bright with the water-gloss gl^tete the pitde 

Of his brown^eiouded back, red and gold spoiled side i 

But we leave tiie reft scene of the. dead nionardiV ragn 

Like a despot thai moves on to triuBiph again. 

The voice of the rajj^d now burth^M the air, 

Approach, for our prey's evowded city is ther^ ! 

Here whirlpools, there eddies, here sdUnese, ^ere fcmm, 

We ply well our effi>rts — no further we roam. 

Our baskets we fill, but- our niusolee are tired, 

And a shade in the ^ky t^U that day has expired; 

The robin has ohaated hi» vespers and. idown ; 

The frog from the creek has eonmienced his trombone ; 

The spider has ceased bie sl%ht ib?row to* ^low;- 

The brown sprawling shfimp seeks the peMes betow ; 

The bank then we clamber, our home-path resume, 

I^ torch-bearing fire-fly to lighten the glomn, 

And dreams of our sleep-fetter'd pilbw rertore 

Our day-eport, ttistorted but pleasing, on^ee more. 
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DEER SHOOTING. 

Thx eMt is now ^pfpled wfth dawning cS light, 
To the woods ^r the deer ere the sun is in sight! 
The while frost has spread its ften^ silver-Hke vbil. 
And if a hoof pasites, it tells us die tale, 
Tlie honnd in swift gambols darts hither and yon, 
We shottlisr our rifles, and rapidly on. 

Elaoh limb bow elastie, how bracing the air \ 
Hurrah, boys, what know we of sorrow or care f 
Our veins tingle wild with delight, as nnre feel 
The breath of the autumn mom over us steal ; 
The herds to their pastures are wending along. 
And hark ! die first robin has burst into aong ! 
The hawk leaves the pine, in slow circles to sail, 
And in the^ brown stubble field whistles the quail : 
Tread fastei^f for now die deer glides from the shade 
To dri^k at the >8treamlet, and fbed in the glade ; 
If longer we Icnter, well seek hfm'in vain. 
Hell soon make his couch in the thickets again. 

His ^haunts' we 'approach ; creep on cautious and slow, 
The stir of a branch our dread presence will show ; 
His haunts we approach ; scan the gtade-grass, and lodt 
For his prints in the soft oozy marge of the brook : 
Here's' a dash of the moss from the rock; there has sunk 
His hoof in the brown brittle dust of the trunk ;' 
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Leid the hound to yon thicket! thaw tracks all around 
Piodaim that the runway at laM we have found. 

Hk rich rainbow banner hath Autumn unroll'd, 

The woods blaze in splendors of crimson and gold, 

T^e leaves cutting sharp on the soft sapphire sky 

Are clusters of jewels suspended on high) 

The dream-like and delicate light melting through . 

Seems changed where it falls to an opal-like hue^ 

So vivid and brilliant the colors that glow 

On the undergrowth spread, like a carpet* below. 

With canopy o'er, rich as monarch ^ould. olaimi 

And rifle on shoulder I wait for the game. 

As breathings I hold, the hound's music to bear. 

The trickle of waters comes meek to my ear ;. 

His hollow-tooed trill the dark (uicket repeats; 

Like watch-ticksi the spider's quick x^ular beati;. 

And in contrast, the glee of the grasshopper-throng 

With the catydid's solemn monotonous song ; 

Then wearied with listening, I smile as, in ire 

The mllksnake out-launches his proog'd tongue of iire, 

And on the prone b^ech, the coxcombical crow .. 

Struts lordly,, as if his black plumage to show ; 

But hark to that sound stealing faint through the .wood 

Heart hammers, breath thickens, swift rashes th^ blood 

It swells from the thicket more loud and more near 

'Tis the bound giving tongue,! he Is driving the deer ! 

My rifle is levell'd-^wift tramplings are heard — 

A rustle of leaves — ^then, with flight like a bird, •. 

His antlers thrown back, and his body in motion 

With quick rise and fall like a surge of the ooean^^ 

His eyei>alls wide rolling in phreosied aflOright — 
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Oifbiirstts iike mmgaaiioBta orefttnre to m^t. 
A low cry I titter ; he 8tdpch-*>beads his head, 
His Bostrils distended, liin]>8 quakisg with dread ; ' 
My rifle eracks sharp-^he springs wildly on high, 
Then pitches down headlong, to quiver and di^. 

Ob the trail now cones, leaping and pantiagi the hmmd. 
And I hear the shrill whoop of my comrade resound ; 
Upwheete the broad &anr-*kis frei^ joy giring H^t * 
The innevmost depths, sinking quicA into sight ; 
A twHter and flutter awake in the trees ; 
The stream oasts its white oorling bveath to the breeze ; 
As under out burthen we stagger along 
The sociable wren bids good-monrow in song, 
But the letterbox squirrel is ewellii^ with wrath, 
And stamfrfng, lets drop his brown nuts in our patth. 
We heed not his tua^cs, but trudge on amam, - 
And stand, ^nt with toil, at Oitr threshoki agam. 



FOWLING. 

>¥«t ttik STMt lolittide m tfpifA wttfa lift; 
And birdfl, that acarce h«re Idun'd the few «f 
Aie here."— Bryant. 



A MOBiir in September! the Bast is yet gray, 
Come, Carle! come, Jupe! we'll try fowling to-day: 
The fresh sky is bright as the bright fac« of one 
A sweeter than whom the sky looks not^upon; 
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And thsae wreik|b*4 cloudi 41mU naH to the braatk <)f tb# 

sooth 
Are whk^ m the pearU of her bcftutifiil flooilth ; 
My huntiiig-pieoe glitleiSy ittd ^uiek is my t9sk 
In slinging around me my pouoh and mf fls»k: . . 
Cease, dogs, your loud clamor! you'll deafen my brain; 
Dseist from your rambles, and follow my train! 

Hersy leave the geese, Casio! to nibble their gssss^ 
Though they do stieleh jtheir long neofcs and hiss ae wo 

pass: 
And that.fienoe Iktle baalaaH th«t flies your ailtsek, 
Tl|en struts, flaps, and crows with sueb ahrp, i^ your back ; 
And the turkey* too, smeotbiog his phunes in yonr faooi 
Thmi mfling so ^waMjf as leave you the plane ; 
Ha ! ha ! that old hen. hristUi^ up mid her brooci^ 
Has taught you alssson^.I trust, for your good — 
By the wink of your ey^ and ttis diwopof yotir oret^ 
I see your maraudings are now put at rest. 

The raiUfence is leaped, and the wood-boi^hs are round. 

And a moss-oouoh is q>read for my foot on the ground : 

A shadow has dimm'd the leaves' amethyst glow, 

The first glance of Autumn his presence to e^w ! 

The beech-nut is ripening above in its sheath 

Which will burst with the black frost and -dnop it beneath : 

The hickory hardens snow.white in its shell, 

The butternut's globes show, more large in the dell, . 

The chesnut is changing its huQ in its burr, 

The Qones are fulli>grown on the pine.tree and fir, . 

The hqpple's red berries are tinging with, brewn,^ 

The tips of.tb^ sumaoh have darken'd. their doi!f% 
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Tlie white brittle Iftdiftn-pipe Ufb up its bow!, 

The wild tumip-s leaf euris out btoed like a seroH, 

The cc^KJeh displays' its white balls and red stems, 

Ilie braid of the mullen is yellow with gems, 

While Its rich i^ngled plumage the golden rod diows, 

And the thisde yields stars ta each air-breath that blows* 
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A quick startling whirr now bursts loud on my 
The partridge^— the partrldge--^wift pinion'd by fear, 
Low onward he whiaaes, Jupe jrelpe as he sees. 
And we ^fosh through the brush-wobd to* note yfharB he 

trees : ' 

I s(^ him^-his brown speckled breast is displayed 
Ob die branch of you maple ^at edges the glade :- - 
My fowling-piece rings, Jtfpe dartr forward so fleet, - 
Ere I loed he laysdowii .the dead bird at my feet. 
I pass by the soaar-^rries* drops of deep red 
In their green mreeping leaves, where he daintily fed, 
And his couch near the root, in the wami foretrt-mould 
Where he wallow'd, till sounds his dose danger feretold. 
On his branch, the bright orfi>Ie dances tod sings. 
With rich crimson bosom and glossy black wings. 
And the roMn lights warbling, then flutters away, 
For I harm not God's creatures so tiny as ^ey : 
But the quilil, whoa^ quick' whistle has lured me along, 
No more will recall his stray'd mate with his song ; 
And the hawk, that is circling sb proud in the blue; 
Let him keep a look-out, or he'll tumble down too: 
He slODpe— the gun echoes^— he plunges^ beneath 
His yettow daws curl'd, and fierce eyes glared in death. 
Lie there, crucA Arab f the modcing«bird now 
Can rear her young iHtxxl' without fear of thy blow. 
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And the bitma wren oaa wmM« his ««r6«t little lij, 
Nor 4iwd more thy ulons to, rend and to slay ; 
And with iHck, an example FU make of that jowawf 
For ray green sprouting wlieat knew no hungner fee; 
Bui the blaek rasoal ssens from his soraoiil to sooffi 
And as I creep near himt be croaks» and is off* 

The .woods shrinl^ awi^ and wide^ spreads the momst^ 
With jttniperB olnater'd, and matted with grasi^ 
Trees standing like ghosts, their heads splipter'd and hare, 
O'erbung with. pale liohenab like age-wbiti^'d bair^ . 
The tamarack here and there, rising between, 
Its gray messy boogbs tufted over- with- greeny 
WiUi clomps of dense lauielsy and browshlKiaded flty. 
And thick sUmy basins black dotted with janaga***- 
Tread. softly, now, Carlo I the woodoock is her^— ^ 
He rises, his long biB thrust out like a i^eai^— 
The gun ranges on him-^hia journey U.vp^dt 
Quick scamper my apaniels and bring in the dead : 
We plunge in the swan^, the tough laurels ajre rouiyl, 
No matter, our shy prey not lightly is found : 
Another up-^larti^ .but unbarm'd in his flight-* 
Confound ill the sunshine then dasaled my sight]. 
But the other, my shot overtake as be fliear- 
ComOs Carlo ! opme, Cario I I wait for my priae : 
Another--*-anQlher— till, prooft ^ my sway^ . . 

ProD^ niy pouch dangle heads in a ghastly array* 

From this scene of droits, now made birdlees, I 
noasaiH pond gleams before me-r^ mirror of glasi ; ' 
My boat's by. the margin, with branohee SHpplied,. . 
Prom the keen>iigbted duck my approaches to hide { 
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A flock spots tihe poad Bow—oroucfay d^rla, below, 
And I move with light paddle, on cautious and slow. 
By yon wide lily.island, its naedies that weaves. 
Of balls rich and golden, and laTge oval leaves, 
I watch them; how bright and si^rb is the sheen 
Of their plumage, gold blended with purple and green ; 
How graceful ^ir dipping — how gliding their way^ 
They,ai« alwoit Ibcm nuiiaat to maiic aa.a prey! 
One flutters enchained in those -brown ^ckled siems, 
His yeUow fixit strikuigup bubbles like gems-^ 
Another with sti^toh'd neck dftrts «wiltiy across 
To the gnMs, -wiMlBe gnen ^nts dot the mimr-like- gloss-: 
But my lal»or 1 cease, their wise leader the drake, 
Byiee keen the :queer thicket afloat CBthe lake : 
They group ckMe togathei^-^belh baJroeb-^oih dear. 
What screaming and divibg and splashing are here! 
The smoke-4mrk melt- ofl* as- the eohees rebouad-* . 
Humh I Ave dead victims are floating aaoand* 
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But ^^^caidiand" is tinged oew.witii swiseti aiki-brigllt 
On the water^B snooth polish stretch kmg lines of tight, 
The bead^iands ifasir masses of shade too have laio> 
And I puM with my spoil to the maigin again. 
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SfEARING. 



Ths lakVs gold uid purple has vsniafa'd from sigbt, 

The i^inuner of twilight is neigod into night, 

The woods on the hordeiS) in blackness ai<e maas'd. 

The watevB in metionleeB ehony giase'd, * 

The stam that first spaagtod the pearl of the west 

Are lost in the bright blazing crowds of the rest ; 

Light the ijosch ! — lanneh iim boati"<-for to-night we are h«re, 

The safanon, the qutdi-daning salmon, to spear. ^ 

We wnge our Uf^ craft by the push of the -ear 

Through the s»pent4ike stems of tin lilies near shoin^ 

And turn the sharp prow at yon cresoent-shaped eove,. 

Made black by Uie down^hangtng bou^s of its graVe ; < 

The neek eddy-gui^le that whirls at env dip, 

Sounds low as the wine*bead nrfueh' bursts cm the lip, - 

On the lake, from the flame of our tmeh, we behold 

A pyranud pictured in spangles of gold. 

And the marble-like depths on each side of the Uaae 

Are full of gray sparkles,. &r in as we gaze ; 

The loon from his node in the bank, sends a cry, 

The night-hawk darts down, with a rush, through the sky, 

In gutturals hoarse, on his green slimy log 

To his shrill piping tribe, eioaks the patnarch fifog. 

And bleat, low, and bark, from the banks, mingle &int 

With the anchorite whippoorwill's mournful complaint. 
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We gHde ift tfa9;C<yre-4«t tke ton^ ba flaivd low! 
TIm spot whexB our rictiin is Inrid^, Hwill sbowv 
Midst the twigs of this <}e8d suakeB trae-top he lies^. 
Poise, comrade, your i^tir ! or farewell to our pinstB I 
It darts — to the blow his best efibrts are bent, 
A white babblliig stieak riiows its rapid desDent, 
He gra9ps it as upward it shoots through thfr Air, 
Three cheers for our luck ! — the barb'd victiin is the«6 ! 
(jliye way, bojrs ! give way, boys ! our prow points to shore, 
Give way, boys ! give way, boys ! onr labor is o'er. 
As the black mass of forest our toreh-light receives. 
It breaks into groups of trunks, breaches, aau! leaves: 
Low paanoh'd ^n the hemlock, ive've l^ioded with light 
Yob gray-lMMuM mwl ! ■ •eo hioi flutter from sight ! 
And the orator frog, as we ^llde with otur glow. 
Stops his i^eck.with a groan, and ^ve^B ^la^iag hekfw ; 
One long luid strc^ pull— *the prow grates on^ the eand^ 
Three qheexis for our luck, bayu I tm spring we to land. 
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••SEEK AND YE SHALL FIND * 

■ • 

A FAis young girl) one gdden summer day 

Was wandering through a wood. The two whose love 

Guided the tottering steps of infaaey, 

Had gone on high to wear bright wings .and nfise' 

Sweet; anihens with the angels ; she was left 

The wcMrld's vfiM' tempest to sustain alone. 

Yet had jier miad been l^l'd with love for God, 

Taught that fib eW was proseat, thai His eye 
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Look'd always <hi her, and His holy ana 

Circled her in 'protection :- and wiien Death 

Was &8ieniag heavenward pinS(»iB to the one 

The last to leave her, as a niother^s voioe 

Trembled upon her ear, she heard In awe, 

Heard as her tears fell fitst, that^ voice implore 

The Father, Him who reigns in highest heaven, 

To look upon- the helpless child on terth, 

Jlnd guide, and guard, and bless her. Since that hour 

Oh! evw after, did her childish heart 

Thrill and hush deep within itself, as thought 

Wafted that death4»ed scene, and in h^ ear 

That bvokoft voice was wbii^r'd* She had lodtM 

In ih% soft twflight, hour of balm' and dew. 

In the deep night magnifioeiit with stars, 

In golden m^m, and in the gorgeous set 

Of the ptcod sun, and ask'd in prayer Ibr Cbd, 

¥m God, her Father! and, oh blessed thought! 

The Father of the loved ones pass'd away. 

But naught, oh naught had met her eye or ear 

To tell her of His presence. She was sad. 

Her footsteps now were straying in the bright * 

And glorious sununer noontide. Fresh and green 

The leaves hiug round her; overhead the sky 

SeemM one bright .snale ; • rich streaks of sunshiile 

glanced ' - 
Like pointing fingers' throu^ the crowded sterna^ - 
And little birds, with soft-toaed songs that seem'd 
Tuned fer her ear, flew round hc^r ; tmy fkyweis 
Wooing her touch were nestHng in their nooks,' 
And all was peace and beauty. On a mound 
Sloping like velvet, sank her girlish- fbrkn. 
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Soft nunrmun in ^e grass, a piuAing voice 
In the near rill, a low deep organ-tcne 
Thrilling the pine-tree, lullM each sense, and sleep 
Glided across her with its downy touch. 
The ground bird tripp'd beside and look'd askance, 
Then, whirr'd awaj. The squirrel gazed and bark'd 
And leap'd into its bush. A straying fawn 
Bleated in fear as his large staring eye 
Met the prone form, and still she slumber'd on. 
A sweet, sweet dream enchain'd her : in her view 
Two radiant shapes, around which sparkled still 
The light that flashes from the << great white throne,' 
6toodt every moment brightening, and soft sounds 
Like fac-off echoes, crept upon her ear. 
The pure forms pointed round — ^the melting tones 
Bade her eyes open and behold her God : 
Just then a robin lit upon the pine 
Pouring a gush of music, and she woke. 
A mist seem'd vanishing from her eye — a veil 
Seem'd waving from her mind. She look'd — ^a light 
Steady and clear, stream'd broad within her heart, 
And she saw God. Yes ! God was in the , sky 
.Cloudless and bright above her ; in the flower 
That breathed beneath ; in the rich finger'd. gold 
Of the slant sunshine ; in the emerald leaves 
O'ereanopied : His voice was in the grass 
Murmuring around — ^the stream and organ pine ; 
And bending low her knee and shedding tears 
More sweet and soothing than ^e e'er had known, 
She Ufied up her childish voice and pray'd. 
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& that high faith, whoee holy beam 

The future's midnight turns to dayi 
Be but delusion's feverish dream. 

Returning reason sweeps away, 
Ob who could nerve against despair, 

When storms surround the staggering bark! 
Oh who his wearying burthens bear 

Along a path so cold and dark ! 

The keen regret— 4be wasting grief, 

The tears that make life's daily showers^ 
Oh where from these could come relief! 

Oh where ! if that dark creed be ours ! 
Better at coce to end our pain, 

In the hush'd grave our sorrows cast. 
Than drag along a filing chain, 

And have no goal to reach at last. 

* • ■ 

But if that Faith that heavenward glows^ 
Sheds on our hearts, its radiance clear, 

Then come, oh Earth ! with all thy. woes ! 
We care not for our trials here. 

The soul, the soul can never die, 

« 

Away all clouds will soon be driven, 
Its goal is yonder glorious sky, 
Its everlasting home is heaven 
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I In the brief glimpses <^ the winter son 
To find the scatter'd treasures* 

Onward still 
I trace the road ; tall saplings in the mids^ 
Tlien tawny giain-crack'd fragments onimbling fine 
As my foot sinks within them; then a mound 
Of the sweet low-stemm'd wintei^reen ; a bridge 
Of logs then lying crosswise o'er a stream, 
Graping with chasms and tottering dank with age 
A frail support; until the stone-piled wall 
Cuts sharp across, and smiling farm-fields hide 
All traces of the pathway. 

As I tread 
The lonely road, now scaring with my steps 
The whizzing partridge, hushing with my form- 
The thrasher's scnig, and baring with my knife 
The darken'd hack o'erlaid with bark and rings 
That years have circled, I give rein to thought, 
And images throng round me. First the deer 
Seeking the lick, leaves prints : the midnight wolf 
Scenting his prey, tramps o'er : the red-man fierce, 
Treads in the faint but noted marks, lest moss 
And mould should show his trail. In after years 
His compass the surveyor sets, and carves 
Rude letters on the trees that, gifted thus 
With language, tell the windings of the way. 
And then the emigrant's huge wagon^tent 
Gleams white between- the trunks, with household 

goods, 
Piled in and dangling round, and midst them.group'd 
Childhood and matron age, the. flock and herd 
Straggling behind, the patrii^rch and his sons 
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Loitering before with axes, hewing wide 
The underhrush, and bridging o'er the streams, 
And kindling in the dell, when frowns the nighty 
Their bivouac lor slumber. Then with toil 
The settler trudges o'er, his shoulders bent . 
Beneath his burthen from the distant mill, 
To feed his famishing children. And as Time 
Smooths the rough clearing to the smiling field, 
The heavy wagon jolts across die roots 
To the far market, and the tardy wheel 
Therefrom bears loads of rustic merchandise. 
And then as scatter'd walls of logs are mei^ed 
Into thick village roofs, the forest road 
Is left, £>r the smooth spacious thoroughfare 
Linking the hamlet to the river-side. 

How like this lonely road, the track of life ! 
Wild passions rage along the path of youth 
Till Reason's compass points the devious way. 
Determination follows : hewing down 
The barriers with the edge of enei^. 
Bridging o'er fortune's many adverse streams, 
And lighting sorrow's frequen^ night with flame 
Of solace till the morrow. Trials come — 
Our hearts are strong with fortitude, and still 
We tread beneath the burthens of our care, 
For those we love are cherish'd. Then as home 
Brightens to comfort, in our daily path 
Wis reap reward of hardship ; and as joys 
Cluster around us, the smooth easy course 
Of peaceful being leads us to the grave ; 
And the rough early road is shunn'd, for Time 
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To shroud its Taried surfiu^e from our thoughts; 

With proud AmUtioa lyii^ pvone across^ 

A dead and shatter'd wreck ; yet sheltering dose 

(Its fragments turn'd by dire experi^ice' 

To holier use than when it stood erect,) 

By stem remembrance of its miseries, 

Its wrestling warfare and its rending fall, 

Home feelings, and the gentle ties of love 

From perishing in the snow-drifis of the world. 



HOME. 

HoMB of the soul ! thy light appeani 

A star to guide man's gloomy way. 
When, pilgrim in this waste of years, 

His faltering step is tum'd astray ; 
Hope lends her pinions to his feet, 

Faith sheds its balm within his breast, 
And tireless, on he speeds to greet 

Prize of his toils ! the goal of rest. 



& 



Darkly the night hath frown'd on high. 

Roughly the path before hath spread. 
And the fierce tempest, sweeping by. 

Hath beat upon the wanderer's head. 
But through the night, streams, pure and warm 

Upon the path, a pointing ray, 
A hand is with him in the storm. 

To guide and guardr-^his strength and stay. 
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Oh who would linger hersi whan Homo 

{lalh Uiss that fancy never drew ! 
Oh why should footstep ever roam» 

When heaven shines o'er our menial view ! 
Home, glorious Home f earth's darkest sky 

And stormiest path, we calmly brave, 
For the bright wafting wings that lie 

In waiting, for us, at the grave. 



. . If OONtlOHT. 

From her blue sky4hroned height 
The moon looks down upon the silent scene, 

Changing the gloom of night 
To sparkling silver, with her magic fl^een« 

* 

A soli^ry cloud 
Steals o'er her orb which paints a halo there, 

On floats the transient shroud 
Curls by that star-gem, and dissolves in air. 

Yon lofty mountain-pile 
Spreads a vast shadow on the glittering ground, 

Its summit like an isle 
Looming </ei billowy vapoxB wreathed around. 

Withm the temf^ed wood 
I wander lone ; sublimely still it stands 
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Biuhrined to ac^itudei 
A green majestic fiuie <*not made with hands." 

There frowos Night's blackest hue-* 
And there a gleam is shot along the grass, 

Seeming, to Fancy's Yiew, 
Spread for the fairies of the spot to pass. 

Moonlight! it. hath a spell 
Like music sweet and low— -of feelings deep, 

Of joys too bright to dwell, 
And thoughts that cdme and sadden till we weep* 

And blest, oh blest those tears! 
The present's stem realities depart: 

And other, happier years 
Crowd, with their sweet old memories to the heart. 

The waken'd, lifted soul 
Draws nearer to that heaven we view afar. 

More brightly shines the goal, 
A ray shoots downward from our native star» 

The cedar's pillar'd shade 
Streaks the wild path ; and steep'd in lustrous gloss, 

Where spreads yon dewy glade, 
Gleam on my eye, the thickets, grass, and moss. 

My grateful brow I bare 
To the soft fragrant wind-kiss ; in l^y sight 

The darkness of despair 
Brightens to hope, oh pure and holy night! 
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These silvered leaves and flowers-^ 
Yon rich broad sky, God's mighty banner spread- 
Mountain and forest-bowers— 
A sacred awe upon my spirit shed. 

One prayer, as low I kneel, 
That when Death's night succeeds Life's stormy day, 

My sin-freed soul may feel 
A heayen*sent calmness as it glides away. 



THE OLD BRIDGE. 

Thsoitoh a lone landscape, creeps a marshy stream : 
Dead trees have fallen across, and withered twigs 
Float on its stealing surface^ where it shrinks 
In narrowest line, the fragments of a bridge 
Still stretch, though in decay. Its platform once 
Of lopp'd pine saplhigs, two hewM trunks sustained. 
But now the point of one foundation-log 
Slants deep within the mire, and not a trace 
Is witness'd of the causeway. 

When the bridge 
Lay in its perfect shape, — ^foot, hoof, and wheel 
Pass'd o'er its sturdy 'frame, the forest twined 
Its leafy bowers around, and through its vault 
The bright bank-brimming streamlet merrily danced. 
But the keen axe has swept its way amidst 
The woodlands, leaving here and .there a treej 
And summer suns have drunk the streamlet's fount, 
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UntQ the waten fiker thiottgh a manh 

Where die bridge^remnaats rest midst poole of tHkae^ 

GniM tuAfl like sUreaimng hairi and sedges gre«i 

Pointing like daggers. But the ruin still 

Has life and beauty round it^ and itself 

Forms to the eje a picture. Timid S|»ing 

Smiles with her violet-eyes from mossy nooks. 

And on its taper stem the lily hangs 

Its snowy bell rich iongued with downy gold. 

The chirping snipe alights and balanees 

Its gray-white shape ; the woodcock darts in line 

Upward at mom, but drops again at eye. 

To feed upon the ooze beneath the 1(^. 

One mighty pine, amidst the straggling trees, 

lAda its unchanging pyramid to heaven ; 

And when the sun is slant upon the scene. 

The moss that clothes the fragments of the bridge 

Glows like green velyet, the pine-top is bathed 

In golden lustre, whilst the streaming light 

Touching the remnants, makes a broad bright track, 

Between them, and the sunset-portals spread 

As though to let the eye look through to heaven* 

An emblem art thou, rude and mouldered wreck ! 
Of Age decay'd and tottering. Strong in youth 
Man bears his burthens ; Lifers green objects stamd 
In myriads round him, and his feelings glide 
In pure unwasted brightness through his breast. 
But Time's hand grasps his form ; it, shattered, sinks : 
Keen disappointment strikes the objects down 
Until they lie in wrecks; his feelings shrink 
Beneadi the glare of fierce reality. 
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Until tlley creep amidst the slime and weeds 
Of craft and selfishness : with broken frame, 
Age rests then in the mire of slow decay. 
But he is not forsaken : Childhood smiles 
Brightening his weary hours with merry looks: 
Afiecticm hangs above his couch of pain 
A human blossom ; ^ volatile Youth draws near 
Pleased with his presence ; Ardor oft forsakes 
His counsel, soars alofl, but comes again 
To learn new wisdom, ere he wings afresh. 
Midst the few scatter'd objects left to him, 
One changeless hope looks upward to the sky. 
And as Life's sun slants low, it touches him 
With sanctity, illumes the towering hope 
To more resplendent l^ht, and makes the spaee 
That separates from the portals of the grave, 
A golden pathway between him and heaven. 



THE AMBtrSH. 

Old winding roads are frequent in the woods, 
By the surveyor open'd years ago. 
When through the depths he led his trampling band 
Startling the crouchM deer from the underbrush, 
With unknown shouts and axe-blows. Left again 
To solitude, soon Nature touches in 
Picturesque graces. Hiding, here, in moss 
The wheel-ttack — ^blocking up the vista, there. 
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With bttshes^-darkening with her soft cool tints 
The notches on the trees and hatchet-cuts 
Upon the stocking limbs — across the trail 
Twisting, in wreaths, the pine's enormous roots, 
And twining, like a bower, the limbs abovel 
Now skirts she the faint path with fringes deep 
Of thicket, where the checkered partridge hides 
Its downy brood, and whence with drooping wing 
It limps to lure away the hunter's foot 
Approaching its low cradle ; now she coats 
The hollow, stripp'd by the surveyor's band 
To pitch their tents at night, with pleasant grass. 
So that the doe, its slim fiiwn by its side, 
Amidst the fire-flies in the twilight feeds ; 
And now she hurls some hemlock o'er the traek. 
Splitting its trunk that in the frest and rain 
Asunder falls and melts into a line 
Of umber dust 

It was a summer eve. 
Through the dark leaves, the low descending siin 
Glow'd like a spot of splendor from the shade 
Of Rembrandt's canvass. In the wildest part 
Of the wild road where streaks of ruby haze 
Were quivering, suddenly appeared a form 
From the thick woods. His brow was stem and fiM«e, 
And his keen eye was like a. burning coal. 
He bore a rifle, and within his belt 
Glitter'd a knife. He bent his head aside 
And listen'd breathlessly. The sunset breeze 
Rising and sinking fitfully, like sighs 
Drawn by the forest, and the twittering birds 
Alone were heard. He stoop'd his ear to earth, 



® 



3^ 



®= 



=0 



(26S) 



Then starting ap, with one quick bound he scaled 

The prostrate body of a pine that lay 

Like a. low wall along the ancient road 

Plumed with dense blackberry vines, and crouch'd below. 

Once more the usual quiet settled down. 

The thrashers which had hush'd their flutes when steps 

Woke the .green solitude, again perch'd near 

And answer'd one another ; from his grot 

Again the squirrel glided in quick search 

For the brown butternut, and e'en the fox 

Peer'd with his sloping 8m>^t and glittering eye 

From his dark den. The snapping of a twig 

Bloke on the air at length, and^ treading swift^ 

A hunter, with his rifle trail'd along. 

Strode l^ the fHne^trunk. As he pass'd, a shot 

Rung from the covert. Up the hunter leap'd, 

Tlien headlong fell with quivering limbs and blood 

Reddening the earth. The murderer from his lair 

Sprang with a savage yell and pointed knife, 

And bent above the dying. In his look 

Glared fiend-like hate and gratified revenge. 

He atamp'd his foot upon the form that writhed 

Amidst its gore, then spum'd it with wild strength 

Over and over, laugh'd in horrid joy 

At every hollow gtoBn, whilst broken words 

Of some foul wrong hiss'd fiercely through his teeth 

Until the wretched victim gasp'd and died. 

Then, dragging through the brown and mouldering leaves 

The lifeless shape, he cast it in a pit 

Bdlow'd by nature near the ancient road, 

Fill'd it with branches, and with fearful smile 

Left the wild scene <to all its sweet repose* 
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NIGHT IN THE WILDERNESS. 

Tbr sunset Angel lights the leaves, 

Here, casts his wing an upward glow, 
And there, his slanting finger weaves 

Bright net-work on 'the moss below. 
Amid the pine, now fading dim, 
The wildbird trills its vesper hyn^n. 

And from the arbor'd shade 
Whose cool green gloom had roof'd the heat, 
The red-deer glides with timid feet 

To feed upon the glade. 

Far down, the brindled porcupine 

Widiin his shelving cave has shrunk. 
And, darting in an arrowy line 

The wild-bee seeks its hollow trunk. 
Each songster coudi'd within its nest. 
Is softly twittering into rest; 

Silent the partridge-drum ; 
The frog-marsh echoes harsh and loud. 
And from it the mosquito-cloud 

Streams with its constant hum. 

Along the western niountain's brow 
The golden rim has passM away, ' 

And a large star is glittering now 
Out from the sheet of pearly gray : 

Beneath, the woods are wrapped in gloom ; 
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The oedftr lifts ite aombre plume^ 

The heech in one derk mads; 
And hlftckness, thick and nmrity, lies 
Where lately glow'd the blended <HeB 

Of l^Dssom, leaf, and grass. 

Bat the wild forest is awake ; 

The gray-owl sends his starring wheop, 
And frequent long-drawn howls cmtbTealc 

As swiftly scours the wolfish troop ; 
And now and then the panther's yell 
Piefoes the air with shrill keen swell 

So iiill of tbreatemng doom, 
The hunter by his watch-fire's gleam, 
Starts, with his rifle, from his dream, 

And shudders at the gk>om. 

But now the leafy summits traced 

Against the spangled dome of sky, 
Widi fiunt and glimmering threads are laced, 

And softer purple glows on high ; 
The easTarch kindles pure and bright. 
While 8 huge globe of blood-red l^ht 

Through the tinged branches glares, 
Till o'er the wood-tops climbs the moon. 
And earth in all the pomp of June, 

Her dreamy splendor wears. 

Diamonds are scatter'd o'er the ground, 
Arrows are glittering in the sprays. 

And on yon rippling stream is wound 
A shifting web of sparkling blaze y 
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Tbe tnmkf are rtreak'd with pet^ly gl0t«M| 
And every leaf carved silver aeens. 

Till oolunm, roof, and wall 
Of. myriad sylvan temi^es, rear 
Their graoefiil shapes distinct and dear 

Beneath this goigeons pall. 
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The shouting owl has sought his den, 

Wolf-howl| and panther-shriek are still, 
Gayly the hunter leaves the glen 

For his lone cabin on the hill. 
He notes with smiles, the shy raccoon 
Dipping its corn-ear where the moon 

Has bathed the stream with light, 
And sometimes, as his footsteps crush 
Dry leaf and twig, he hesjs a rush, 

And antlers dart from sight. 

The moonlight fades— dawn struggles gray. 

Tree-tope in golden light are glossM, 
A rolnn whistles---60on his lay 

In m3rriad chorus-strains is lost: 
The damp wind's breath of sassafras 
Li^ to the boughs — stoops to the grass — 

All things are fair and gay ; 
Night with her sights mad sounds is flown, 
And with attendants of hb own 

Bright smiles the summer Day. 
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A HONEER SETTLEMENT. 

A EiYSS near, where elms are bending 
As if the glassy flood to drink, 

Which the mild August sun descending 
Has burnish'd with soft hues of pink. 

Two straggling lines of cabins rude 
Gual^ed with lofty pickets ftmnd 

Reveal amidst the solitude 
' The Pioneer's first chosen ground. 



Aronnd the palisades, a space, 

Of human toil bears smiling trace ; 

In phalanx deep, the plume-tipp'd maize 

Brown fringe, and green sheath'd ear, displays 

Beside, the umber rye-&eld stands 

With tribute for the reaper's hands : 

Here, meadow with its shaven brow. 

Here, field just furrow'd' with the plough ; 

Therie-^he huge broad-leaf d vine surrounds, 

Its. globes roll'd out on slender stems. 
The green potato's cluster'd mounds 

Just bursting into purple gerhs : 
Then, spreads^ with scattered bu^ and rock, 

The pasture's short thick sward of grass. 
Where stamping steed,' and nibbling flock. 

And cropping herd, slow moving, pass. 
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Her*9 ttp the hill, a gliMtiy glade, 
Blook'd from the green summndiiig riiaifoy 
Of the keen axe shows recent fruits, 
In chaos-heaps^ of trunks and roots ; 
There^ the fierce fires have claim'd their spoSl 
From off the bum'd and blackened soil, 
Save where dark stump, and cinder'd tree. 
Standi speotie^like, and mournfully. 

Round this half wild, half rural sosne, 

Streteh'd boundless, like the billowy deep» 
In differing shapes and shades of green. 

The forests, thick and trackless, sweep. 
In hollows dark, the hemlocks coned, 
Pines, with tall trunks, on summits throqedy 
Maples upon each sloping ridge, 
Elms, that the wateis fringe and bridgis. 
Dense laurels, filling swamps with screen^ 
And fiX'trees slanting o'er ravines. 

The forest-cinctured spot is rife 

With pleasant sights and sounds of lile. 

Groups dot the grass-striped village street. 

Hammer and saw and scythe are ringing, 
From field come neigh, and low, and bleat. 

On, zpountain-lot the axe is swinging. 
By river<^ide, is p<^d along 
The rough batteau, with laugh and song^ 
Whilst o'er the mossy rootrstrown rpad^ 

The Indian, with his furs, is treading ; 
And oxen, U> the call and goad. 

Issue from vistas each side spreading. 
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A frcntier pietnre ; but a grerm 
Of that wide-branch*d prosperity 

Topf green and high — base, wide and finn, 
Whose ripen'd fruits now bless the free. 



THE FIRST VIOLET. 

4 ' 

Waem rains and fanning winds ; the snow^iifts mdt 

Into swif^ riyulets, and the forest floor 

Shows its leaf-carpet, whUst the roots again 

Are seen, thick velveted with moss ; o'erhead 

The branches studded wiUi their bursting buds, 

Wave as the air stirs ligfatlj' — from her steef) 

Nature has waken'd, and laughs out with joy. 

The maple has not reddenM, nor tbe beech 

Plumed its slight sprays, but from the earth the fern 

Thrusts its green, close-curl'd wheel, the downy sprout 

Its two leares, and the tassels of die birch 

Are lengthening their brown links. From spot to spot 

The merry carc^ of the blue-bird sounds, 

ThB gay.wiDg'd menenger, the fipring settds out 

To tell us of her coming. 

Wandering oi^ 
A tiny blossom, nesdlng in the' moss 
Gladdens the eye— the Httle violet, 
Pendird with purple on one snowy leaf, 
And breathing its light fragrance on the air. 
It starts at the first summoning of Spring, 
And laying its slight, deliciite ear to earth, 
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Liatenft lor her approaching tiead, wad than, 

Aa the South tella her hraathy uid brown gaunt treaa 

Catch the first gleaming of her emerald robe, 

It calla upon the wind-flower to arise, . 

And the stream-loving cowslip: 

As the leaves 
Then look firom out their prisons, and the grass 
Shoots firom the hiiUslopes, and the cherry shows 
Its mass of snowy blossoms, the sweet thing, 
(Like modest merit in this thankless world,) 
Hides its meek head mid countless throngs of fkamen. 

(Maae to the fi>rest, bright one! and Til show 

How Nature can be like thy lovely self« 

Pleasure and happiness and blessed hope 

Are now in all her teachii^ : I will cull 

This little violet, emblem of thyself 

In thy fresh spring of life, and all the gnfie 

Of thy bright girihood, when the future seems 

A glorious EUien with no gloom to dim. 

These snowy leaves are like thy stainless btow^ 

Which sorrow has not paled, nor care impressed; 

These purple streaks within this fiury cup, 

Penciird so lightly and so delicate. 

Are like the fringes of thy sweet dark eye 4 

And the soft perfume of this bee-sought shrine, 

Like the rich breathing of thy ruby lips, ^ 

Yon pearly cloud amid the staioless ISue, « 

Is. like thy heart in it/s pure holy sleep. 

No passion ruffling, writhing iibno grief, 

But fancying the world is like that sky. 

So be it ever, bright one ; may the sword 
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Of thy good Mig>el guaard thy pandiMy 
And life glide on, like imisic, Id its olois. 
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We will not mnder far, hr soon the doud 
Rent from stern Winter's mantle in hie flight, • 
Will send its eold bleak wind, and rain and sleet*' 
But when the sim grows wanner, and the grass 
Is thick upon the glades, and myriad flowers 
Make earpels for the fairiea; when the winds 
Are scented, and the glorious sunsets spread 
Their crimson mantles^ edged with bumish'd gold 
Along the glittering west, and wlwn the nxxm 
Gems wi^ her bright, magnifloent ojph the breast 
Of the rich purple night ; I'll teach thee, then 
Nature's high, holy mysteries — how her sights 
And ^unds are full of deep philosophy. 
She is a harp, whose strings are intertwined 
Within our hearts, and when we touch them, yield 
Sweet, solemn music, making pure our thoughts— > 
Hushing, wild passion's turbulence to peaoe^- 
SootUog our sonows, and restoring liope. 
And guiding ns, with gentle hand, to Heaven* 
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Th9 loveliest of the seasons, radiant June 
Gladdens us with her presenee ; tardy Spriog 
Timidly glanced upon the sky and earth 
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That soften'd «iid grew green beneath her eye^ 
The hoarse hlaat ceased, and sweet the gentle South 
FannM the young blossoms, and the downy buds, 
Those fairy oradles of the flowers and leaves: • 
And mid the melody of leaping streams 
The birds made warbling rausie. 

Then the skirts 
Of Winter's vanishing robe swept o'er again : 
The black car of the temped loll'd on hif^^ 
The bluebird ceased her carol^-and the bee, 
Lured by the transient sunshine to dart finrth 
With its rich hum, riirank back iitto its cell. 
Bui the unceasing change in Nature's breast 
Was working, and the kindly elements 
Were nursing the pent principle of Ufe 
To greater strength and power, unlH it burst 
Upon the waken'd earth in leaves and flowera. 



Summer hath bounded on us; loveliest sights 
And sweetest sounds ure echoing, smiling round ; 
The ehesnut shows, amidst its dark green leaveii, 
Its golden strings ; the basswood is in White ; 
And the rich locust opens to the sun 
Its pea-like shapes of blossoms. 

Where the wood 
Arches its emerald depths, the mocking-bird 
Mingles its mimic tones ; the robin hears 
His warble echoed from the neighboring bush ; 
The wren shrill chattering, pauses, as its notes 
Are doubled, and the russet ground-bird lifts 
Its tiny foot, and shoots its bead-like eye 
Around to see who mocks its light quick x$hirp. 
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Qb Ae hot 8iuui)r hiU-fides, nestlkigit H« 

Like A red spot the luoeiotts strawbeity 

In the short weedy grtos* The meadow shows* 

Its lobe of purple dovef spangled o'er 

With golden biittetciqiB asd daisy-stars 

And dwidelioii globes of salver down. 

Beside yen pool thai sleeps beneath a roof 
Of blended branchea gemni'd with ivy-ttms 
And lacurel-chalices, the angler plies 
His. p^dent sporty and whejre the stream expands 
Fonaged with thick alders, through the pasture^teld 
In the cool crystal stands the toil-worn ox 
Syix^ the sheep that on the highest ledge 
Pants wearily beneath, the scorching sun. 

A gray haze mantles round the mountain's brow. 
And leaden streaks athwart the inky cloud 
I'roclaim the shower afar : the sky grows dim 
And thread>lik« sprinkles glhnraer in the air 
With nmrmuxings like a shell's. The haze move^ oui 
And soon the dense dark rain-sheets deluge eaith. 
Sounding* most pleasant music. Branches danca, 
Grass quivers, blossoms bow, while streams cast i^ 
White leaping bubbles as the large drops beat 
Upon their shaking bosoms: then a gleam 
Of soflshiae like a golden arrow ^loots 
Across the clouds that in huge fragments part, 
Leavii^ white edges widening till they show , 
GUmpaes of azure : silvery floating veils 
Melt, and the naked ^y is smiling o'er; 
And aa the black mass piles the frowning Bast, 



=d 



o 



=c 



ff^^rw^mmt^ 



ast: 



Abs 



•iV^ann^ 



(«4) 

The nfciiibow ^priogs wilfa all its gterioos hliesr 
liM broad briglit Iwow staii^iig ta the eye 
The objeetoy seemiDgly, they lest upoir; 
The Undsoape In the slant rays of the eon 
%Mirkles with ita inDuneimble gems, 
As though a flood of silver had been {billed 
Molten upon it. 

Now the West is nwde 
One nngfaty opal by the nonset's pomp ; 
Tint follows tiniy until the laat bright ray 
Fades from the mountain, and a soften'd l%fat 
Pioolains that Day haa fied and Eve has eoow. 
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OBSERVATION. 

Natueb is full to .overflow of charms. 
For those that seek her with a searching mind 
And the heart-portals open. Rude and lone ; ' 
May seem the ispot, but the instructed eye 
And ear ne'er fail to find what wakens thought 
And stirs emotion. 

Let us thread our way 
Through these close streets. A glaaee of sunshine 

paints 
A golden track athwart this naked field 
And up that knoU of pines. We tread alcnigy 
Up clamber and descend. We find a chaem 
SNieh as a torrent makee-*^ bamn scpof^'d 
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Like at dried pool wkhiii, and here we paive* 
An eim is slanting o'er, its wreaUiing roots 
Searoe holding to the banks; beneath the bulge 
Of its broad base, a little inined*out nook. 
Pebbles and sharp-edged stones are scattered round; 
A pine aboTe has shed its dry dead mass 
Of fibres ; here and there a cone is dropp'd 

— With homy wide-sproAd edges. Single plumes 
Of the familiar brake, and blades of grass 

*" Hare struggled from the earth. Within the nook 
Is a small ooat of moss, and midway up 
Upon a shelf of rock, a lichen tufi. 
There is no trace 9f beauty in the spot, 
Naught, it would seem, to draw a glance or rouse 
A feeling ; yea, the foot might pass by 
B^en in dose search of objects, unobserved. 

* But te% us rest awhile upon this bank. 
Listen ! a murmuring sound arises up ; 
Tis the commune of Nature — ^the low talk 
She holds perpetually with herself. 
Let the ear separate the blended tones. 
An orchestra of sounds I within the nook 
A trill with pauses ; on the roeky shelf 
A light swift tick-tick ; in the brake and grass 
A merry strain ; and, mingling all, a hum 
As though the pine was breathing. 

Now cast round 
A scMming eye« This with«''d pine-tuft bold 
Between you and that streak of mellow light 
That like a slanting shaft of quivering motes 
GUances yon opening through ; five bars of gold ' 
Join'd at the base. Yon dark unsightly cone 
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Lift to the son : what a lidi hve of bBOwa, 
How sharp and delicate each oval edge ! . 
Pidc up that wither'd elm-leaf from the nook 
Cast there by Autuam's hlas^: how heautiful 
Those branching arteries ! what mjriad veins ! 
Yea, the whole leaf seems but a woven web 
Of arteries and veias. Pluck yon tall brake : 
A ftdrj chisel has been here at work> 
Tracing exquisite beauty ; waving lines, 
Scallopings, dottings ! perfect, wonderful ! 
Tear from that coat of moss a single branch ; 
A mimic pine4ree bristling o'er with fringe. 
Sweep from the shelf the liclfen ; see this stem ! 
A pillar of pale green with crimsoik balls 
Thick on its sumout. Mark! the very stones 
Seem sown with glittering gems : the pebbles smooth 
And polish'd, have their light gray tint o'erstreak'd 
And shaded with rich varying hues. 

Oh, Thou. 
Parent of Nature ! awful Deity ! 
The earth is but a dot amidst the throngs 
Of thy creatioii, yet in love hast Thou 
Set round the swarming insects of this earth* 
The signs that tell of Thee. The moat minute 
Are eloquent as the greatest. Thou hast givea 
An ear to hear, an eye lo see, a mind 
To understand ; and yet the plainest things, 
Those that are shower 'd around us, we pass by 
Unheeding; ear and eye and mind made dull 
By objects mean and worldly. Oh that we 
Would see the loveliness of Nature, hear , 
Her solemn harmony, and comprehend 
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The meanings that she utters. Constantly 

Proclaim those meanings deepest wisdom ibrth ; 

Wisdom, that but applied to daily life, 

Would make the beings that now grope their way 

In gloom along a tangled narrow path, 

Wiser mm! happier. 

^ And oh ? most of all 
Those meanings point to Thee, eternal God, 
Thee the Omniscient-^he Omnipotent, 
The Fount and Ocean of all earthly things. 



THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS. 

I DARE not whisper what I fe^el for thee. 

But I will let the flowers, upon whose leaves 

Hath love its language written, plead my suit; 

Then listen, lovely lady. First, I send 

The rose of hundred leaves, ambassador. 

The amaryllis next — an emblem, bright 

And beauteous, of thyself; interpreter 

Of my own thoughts, the cedar; then for thee' 

The pure white lily, for myself the pink 

Red as the sky at sunset ; mignonette 

For thee, for me the bay-leaf; the green fern 

For thee, the oak-geranium for myself; 

The harebell next, another emblem sweet 

Of thee, the currant for myself; again 

The austrian rose that breathes of thee such truth, 

A A 
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T%e jonquil whlsperuig timidly for me. 
TI10 silver daisy and the jasmine wreath'd. 
Emblems again of thee ; and for myself, 
.When the swift hours are warning me to leave, 
I send the thyme to whisper thee the came; 
The orange blossom next, more truth of thee. 
With the rich musk-rose to complete the wreath. 
Then, oh fhea, clustered with my hopes, and fisars, 
Warm from repeated pressures to my hearty 
And trembling with its beatings, close entwined 
I give the myrtle's green and polish'd leaves 
With the rose-hued chrysanthemum'. With pride 
I place thy wreath upon thy radiant brow, 
And mme, with the red tulip in its midst, 
I lay in deepest reverence at thy feet. 
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MUSINGS. 

OxrcB only have I met thee; once have heard 
The soft and gentle music of thy voice 
And gazed upon thy beauty ; . yet my heart 
Is brighten'd with thy image, as the sky 
Is kindled by the moonlight. Memory oft 
Calls from the past that hour of magic spell, 
And I am wrapp'd in day-dreams ; on my ear 
The warble of thy laugh falls clear and sweet 
Charming away the sorrow of my thoughts; 
Thy fi>rm then glides before me with the grace 
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That fancy gives to angels, and I seem 
Again within thy presence, and am blest. 

I know it is in vain. I know thou art 

To me as yon fair moon that dwells in heayen. 

Yet often in my solitary walks 

I take thee from my heart where thou art hid, 

An idol in its shrine, and hold thee up 

Before my mental vision. Brightness streams 

Around me, and my soul is wrapp'd in bliss. 

Fair forms throng round me, but I heed them not, 

For thou art absent. Sweet looks glance ar6und, 

But thy soft, soul.lit, spiritual eye 

Beams not among them, and thy fairy feet. 

Moving in billowy lightness, pass not there. 

Often when night is clustered with her stars 
Calling to thought, till, tired and sick at heart 
My head has isought its pillow, in sweet dreams 
Thou comest to me. Then, entranced, I hear 
Thy low rich tones of bee-like melody. 
Thou seemest a pure spirit fresh from heaven 
With all its glory round thee, and I bend 
In adoration blent with breathless awe. 



Of 



The love I bore to nature, and which glow'd 
Within me like a passion, has grown eold, 
For every thought is thine. I feel not now 
The deep delight I once &lt, as L see 
The sunshine showering gold upon the leaves, 
The shadows dancing on the pleasant grass, 
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The purpk mutiMn of aiQuotaia»IO|M 
And the gveen gloom of valleys* Far away, 
My pilgrim*heait is wandering to its shrine 
Laden with incense-offerings unto thee« 



THE CAPrnrB. 

Thb tempest of midnight shriek'd loud through the sky, 
Where the black shapes of clouds hurried torrent-like by, 
And the moon driving on mid those surges of air. 
Now was seen, now was lost, in the hurricane there* 

But forms in the fbrest trod silent and fast, 
The darkness they sought, and wish'd louder the blast. 
For the foe was before, and though shrouded in night, 
Still keen ears and eyes watch'd each sound and each 
sight. 

The hand grasp'd the hatchet — the belt bore the knife, 
The tribe's sternest warriors were arm'd for the strife. 
For their chief on his war-path had pass'd from the lake, 
And, entrapp'd in the ambush, was kept for the stake. 

, And proud was that chief, though the fiigots wefe piled, 
And fierce eyes were gleaming, and curses were wild, 
Though the knife gash'd still wider wounds bleeding and 

finssh, 
And the red brand (^ torture hiss'd hot in his flesh. 
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Did ne tMnk of his lodge m Uie valley thct stood ? 

Of the lake whose hlae eye shone through Mnges of 

wood? 
Of his bride who was weeping with terror and wo ? 
No ! he thought but of taunting and mocking his foe. 

^< Bow oft have ye trembled and crouch'd like the deer. 
At the sweep of my hatchet and dart of my spear ! 
Give me back but that spear and that hatchet, again 
Will the blood of your bravest be sprinkled like rain. 

** The scalp of thy father has dried in my smoke, 
I seized thy young bmther, his death-doom I spoke, 
And my warwhoop- was loud on the trail, when you fled, 
And the earth of your village was strew'd with your 
dead." 

Their yells drown'd his song, and the torch was af^lied, 
And a faint curl of flame lit the pile at his side, ■ 
But louder the strain wax'd, and fiercer the eye, 
As he callM on their young nii^i to teach them to die. 

But hark! from the forest's tempestuous gloom. 
Shrill pealing from out the short hush of its boom. 
Like the shrieks of starved eagles, burst warwhoops^ and 

fast 
WMzs'd the thick clouds t>f arrows like hail on the blast. 

With a leap like the panther's, the chieflain has sprung. 
From his limbs are the bcmds in the red fagots flung, 
His blood-dripping hatchet a pathway hath hew'd, 
And around him like leaves are his enemies strew'd. 
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In its pavple and gold, raM the mom in the oott, - 
And lighted the vulture and wdf to the feaat. 
And shone on that lake where in viotory's jNride, 
The ehief faail'd his ▼illage, his tribe, and his bride. 



=0 



THE EVERGREENS CEMETERY, NEAR AUBANY. 

When life's laet bveath has Mody ebb^d avay, 
And naught is left but oold unoonscious clay, 
Still doth Affection bend in anguish deep, 
O'er the pale brow, to fondly gaze and weep. 
What though the soul hath soar'd in chainless flight; 
Round the qpum'd frame still plays a sacred light, 
A hallow 'd radiance never to depart, 
Pour'd from its solemn source, the stricken heart. 
Not to the air should then be given the dead, 
Not to the flame, nor yet cold ocean's bed, 
But to the earth — the e<uth from whenoe it rose, 
There should the frame be left to its repose. 
There our great mother guards her holy troet. 
Spreads her green mantle o'er the sleeping dust; 
There glows the sunshine — ^there the branches wave, 
And birds yield song, flowers fragrance round the grave. 
There oft to hold commtmion do we stray. 
There droops our mourning memory when away, 
And e'en when years have pass'd, our homeward feet 
Seek first with eager haste that spot to greet, 
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And ibm fend hope lives ever in our bieaei 

When deeth too elume lu, there our duet shall rest 

All these fiur grounds with biYish beauties spread. 

Nature's sweet charms — ^we give them to the dead ; 

Those swellii^ uplands whence the raptured sight 

Drinks in the landscape smiling rich and bright, 

Woodlands and meadows, trees and roofs and rilh, 

The gUttering river and the ftonting hills ; 

That nestling dell with bowery limbs o'erhead, 

And this its brother opening to the tread, 

Each with its naiad tripping low along 

Striving to hide but freely offering song ; 

These old deep woods where Nature wild and rude» 

Has bulk a throne for musing solitude, 

Where sunshine scarce finds way to shrub and moss^ 

And lies the fractured trunk the earth across; 

These winding paths that lead the wandering feet 

Through minster aisles and arbors dim and sweet ; 

To sooth thy discord into harmony. 

Oh solemn, solemn death, we dedicate to thee. 

Here will his steps the mourning husband bend 
With sympathizing Nature for his friend, 
In the low murmur of the pine he^ll hear 
The voice that once was music to his ear, 
In the light waving of the bough. he'll view 
The form that sunshine once around him threw. 
As the lone mother threads each leafy bower, 
Her infant's looks will smile from every flower, 
Its laugh will echo in the warbling glee 
Of every bird that flits £rom tree to tree ; 
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In the dead trunk laid prostrate by the etonn. 
The child will see its perbh'd parent's form, 
And in the sighing of the evening breath 
Will hear those faltering tmes late hush'd in deadi. 

Through these branohM paths will Contemplatioii wind, 
And stamp wise Nature's teachings on his mind; 
As the white grave-stones glimmer to his eye, 
A solemn voice will thrill him, '< Thou must die f* 
When Autumn's tints are glittering in the air. 
That voice will whisper to his soul, '^ Prepare ;" 
When Winter's snovra are spread o'er knoll and dell, 
<<Oh this is death," that solemn voice will swell ; 
But when with Spring, streams leap and 4>los0oms "wave, 
" Hope, Christian, hope/' 'twill say, «« there'e life beyond 
the grave." • 



THE REVENGE. 

Thb sunset pour'd amidst the crowded woods 
In golden beauty drenching them with light. 
Long gleams of lustre lay upon the gitiss 
Of a small valley-opening dropp'd with trees. 
A streak of water bicker'd amidst shrubs 
Across the hollow, noiseless as a pulse 
And crept beneath a spreading alder-bush.^ 
A holy silence brooded o'er the spot 
Save the scarce audible hum the forest yields 
B'en in its deepest quiet. But the leaves 
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That apread Htmr tawny carpet o'er the earth 

Crackled; two forms glanced past the trunks whose throngs 

Pillar'd the depths, and stepp'd within the dell. 

Beside the rill they kneel'd and drank, tiien threw 

Their l^igths upon the sward. The dark red skin 

High cheeks and ebon eyes of one proclaim'd 

His Indian hlood ; the other, bronzed and wild 

Yet show'd the white man's lineage. Both were garb'd 

Like hunters with the rifle, pouch, and knife. 

They talk'd with rapid gestures, merry laughs 

Frequent from each, Mrith now and then a swell 

Of joyous song. At length their tones wax'd loud, 

The song and laughter ceased, their brows grew dark, 

Abrupt and fierce their gestures, and their eyes 

Devour'd each other. Quick as thought, at length, 

The white man darted on the Indian's bveaat 

A giant blow. The savage started up. 

His rifle lay upon the grass, but keen 

Flash'd in his grasp his knife; the wounded wolf 

Springs not more fiercely at its foe, than he 

On the white hunter ; but the latter stood - 

With his long rifle aim'd. One moment glared 

The Indian at his comrade, then his face 

Broke into <me bright smile ; he sheath'd his knife, 

PressM his dark hand an instant on his heart, 

And then extended it with dignity 

Towards his companion, who, with honest warmth 

Grasp'd it with words of pardon. Lifting then 

Their rifles to their shoulders, through the deft 

In the encircling boughs, where went their path 

They left the sylvan spot. The twilight soft 

TremUed witiiin the myriad forest-vaults 
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Although the hemlock spins and maple domes 
Were burnish'd with rich light. That passM away 
And alt lookM cold. The outlines of the trunJcs 
Were shaded out, until long streaks of black 
On lighter gloom alone told where they stood. 
At length they reach'd a cabin, scarce discem'd 
Amidst a thicket. The long August drought 
Had dried the saplings duster'd round, and sear'd 
The dense vines mantled o'er it, as though flame 
Had scorch'd them. From its leathern hinges fallen. 
The door lay buried in the grass and fern 
Of the luxuriant forest. Night was now 
Fast dodng, and the wearied hunters pass'd 
Within the cabin. Half the barken roof 
Away had rotted, and the autumn wind 
Had sown a seed that now a sapling stood 
Where once the hearth-fire glow'd. Beside the slem 
Upon a mound of moss, the hunters stretched 
Their limbs for slumber. Onward roll'd the hours. 
And midnight came. The long risen spotted moon 
Pour'd its delicious light upon the woods, 
Piercing with silver glance the aisles and vaults 
Of the magnificent temple rear'd by God 
For Solitude to yield Him ceaselessly 
Incense from leaves and flowers, and upward roll 
Grand crashing anthems of the mighty winds. 
One ray streamM broad within the ruin'd hut 
And rested on the hunters. The smooth trunk 
Of the young tree within the lustrous light 
Shone like a shaft of pearl. The ray display'd 
The Indian stealing from his comrade's side 
With motion like the' gliding of a snake* 
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UndoiQg then his belt, he crept ag^ 
Close to the probtrmte finrn^ and with quick strra^gth 
THght lash'd him to the sapling. Prom his sleep - ' 
Startled so suddenly, the hunter gazed 
Wildly around, then strove to break away; 
In vain, his pinion'd arms and breast were bound 
As though in iron fetters to the tree* 
He shouted to the Indian, but the click 
Of fiiot on steel alone w<m heyard without. 
Just then a lurid streak ^lot brightly up 
Athwart the door-space, as Uie lightning darts 
Along the cloud; a crackling ^I'd his ears^ 
And a shrill whoop peal'd horrid on the aii'. 
Again he strove to burst his bonds, the blood 
Froze in his veins, his hair crept, and his heart 
Swoon'd sick within Jiim. Once more shouted he-^ 
Again the whoop. The door-space was one glow ; 
The crevices were red, and tongues of flame 
Shot through the smoke that ppur'd within the hut. 
*^ My God, the blew ! the blow !" the sapling shook 
With bis convulsive strength .in efforts vain. 
The Indian stood without, a fiendish smile 
Writhing his lip, fierce triumph on his brow. 
Gloriously leap'd the avenging flames to heaven ; 
Night veil'd her soft pure eye; the silvery blue 
Was blotted out. Deep roar'd the raging fire, 
And blending with it, piercing shriek on shriek 
PeaPd from the burning hut. The sapling flash'd 
In flame, and now and then quick tremblings shook 
Its shape, as though wild strength was there at work. 
At each shrill shriek-— each tremor of the tree 
The Indian whoop'd, more glaring wax'd his eye 
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And his grim smile more fiendlike ; but at length 

Totter'd the walls and sunk ; more fiercely sprang 

The greedy element ; it seem'd as if 

The fragments of the hut were swallow'd up 

In the quick crackling leap on high, so soon 

They melted in the furnace roaring there. 

No longer peal'd the screams, and with quick hand 

The Indian grasp'd some ashes at his feet, 

Brush'd them across his breast, and with a look 

Of triumph left the spot of his revenge. 



INDIAN SUMMER. 

How quietly the year 
Beneath this softeyed season's gentle sway^ 
Falls in its full maturity away 

On winter's frozen bier ! 
Like sunset gathering to its twilight close, 
Or old age sinkii^ to its last repose* 

When first broke morning's light 
Volumes of fog a feathery ocean roU'd, 
The woods loom'd glimmering from the misty fold, 

Dimly the mountain's height 
Seem'd struggling in the thick and mantling screen, 
And the bird sung and streamlet play'd unseen. 

The mist has clear'd away ; 
O'erhead the mild sun glows, a redden'd ball. 
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And on the earth hn placid glances fkll. 
Whole tmaqutly meek, and gnuy. 
The sky threads, shaded with its fleece of cloudi 
And azure glimpses breaking from the shroud. 

The hill slopes soft and calm, 
The fields still basking in the noon-tide light, 
All seem my wandering footsteps to invite; 

And with the south-wind^s balm 
Panning in pure fresh kisses on my brow. 
My path is mid their haunts of quiet now. 

Across the meadow sear, 
Ai\d up the mount-side where the sumachs spread 
Their downy branches tipp'd with clusters red, 

And what a sight is heve ! 
Ardi'd but by sky and smiling in the ray 
Of the warm quiet Indian Summer day ! 

The wood-^ts dark and deep, 
The upland vista, and the leaning hill, 
The lake below pure polish'd as a rill. 

The sky in peaceful sleep, 
The far-off mountains like piled snu^-wreaths bright, 
And viUleys melting in rieh purple light. 

Late glowed a different scene; 
When the chill air had sent its frosty showers, 
Tlie forests burst to myriad gorgeous flowers 

Changed from their summer green 
The blue mom show'd ; while far and wide a blaze 
Of diSenng splendor tnet the wondering gaze. 
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Within the mmny air 
The foliage. glitter'd to the wind's soft sigbi 
Shcne the lake's bosom like a sunset sky. 

Beneath the glories there; 
And where the mountains fired the heavens, it seem'd 
As though gigantic piles of jewels beam'd. 

And in the rainbow woods, 
Here, was a fairy canopy 'unroli'd 
Of sumptuous crims(m blent with brilliant gold, 

There, the genun'd solitudes 
Form'd purple arches, bowers of erery dye, 
With opals shower'd on opals to the sky. 

The storm then gather'd o'er 
With its chill rain, and with its rushing blast. 
Beneath the gusts their robes the mountains cast. 

The wild lake sent its roar. 
The pine hiss'd fiercely, and the forests woke 
Their thunderings as the wind-sui^ on them broke. 
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But like an infant's rest 
Field, valley, hill, and wood, seem dreaming now 
In a light glimmering film of purple glow,. 

And on the lake's smooth breast 
The mtst-wreaths sleep, or slowly curl across 
As the breeze sportive darkens o'er its gloss. 

With murmurs like a flute, 
The streamlet glitters through the alder sprays 
In meteor sparkles or in broken rays. 

Then on^ its ripples shoot 
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In braided guides, bending the long graas 

And green fem-fHages bathed wilhin' their glaas* 



Along the forest way 
I tread ; the soft wind from the pine creeps . down 
And rustles in the beechen thicket brown. 

Then whirls in eddying play 
The wither'd leaves strown. idly, rattling fast. 
As showering falls the ripen'd sylvan mast. 

The deer glides shadowy by; 
The rabbit springs before me wing'd with dread, 
The squirrel 'leaves the strew'd nuts where it fed 

With a low chirping cry, 
And the quick- flicker like a checker'd speck, 
Clinlbs the moss'd oak and taps with darting heck. 

The air, how calm and still ! 
Each gentle sound comes sweetly to my ear; 
The falling nut, the bee-wing's music near, 

The purling of the rill, 
The chirp of birds, the sighing of the breeze. 
And the far axe-blow echoing through the trees. 

.WiUi what a feeling deep 
Does Nature speak to ua! Oh, how divine 
The flame that glows on her eternal shrine ! 

What knowledge can we reap 
From her great pages if we read aright f 
Throagh her Grod shows His wisdom and His might. 
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The Ykions of our youfth ! 
Bnght M the autumn foliage are they fiiand, 
Rohed in their glittering rainbows, all around. 

Radiant in seeming truth 
Luring us onward, with their treacherous glow. 
And brightening lovelier swifter as they go. 

Then comes the threatening doud; 
Despair seems blackening in our adverse sky. 
Frail as the leaves our brilliant visions die. 

And where once brightly glow'd 
Fancy's enchanted Eden, naught aj^pears 
But a wide waste of sorrow and of tears. 
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But when our youth is past 
With its false visions and its storms, serene 
As yon mild sky, and peaceful as this scene, 

Contentment smiles at last 
Upon our way, .and glorious hopes are given 
To light our path, whose native home is heaven. 
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THB SKAT IN THE ROCK. 

A RUDB wild place. The long and narrow ridge 
Ends in a rugged precipice of rock ; 
A slope betw.een it and a shallow pcnd 
Bristling with withered hemlocks and with stumps 
O'erspotted, A faint narrow road winds by. 
Here to the village-— there, amidst the woode 
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BorderM by laurel-thiokets, to a glade. 

A jutting of the rock has foftnM a nook 

Along its base. -A cedar's giant trunk 

Dead, barkless, and statn'd black in spots by fire 

From the high bank above has pitch'd, aind lies 

With base upon the summit of the rock, ^ 

And fractured head upon the bank beneath, 

A slanting ladder : and within a cleft 

O'er a hu^ bulge upon the rugged wall, 

Are birchen bushes, tike green hanging plumes 

In a gigantic helmet. At one spot 

Within the nook, the back is hollow'd out 

Shaping a seat. Naught is there to declare 

Whether by freak of Nature or by man, 

This shelf was scoop'd. Upon the fissured sides, 

And the smoodi slate that, laid in scales, compose 

This little terrace, names and letters rude 

Are graven. With the massive xoo£ above 

Spotted by lichen-scales, and looking out 

On the grim pond, with its deep background woods, 

Here have I sat in summer afternoons^ 

Watching the long, slim shadows of the trees 

^ow ^creeping towards me, the rich halo'd sun 

Melting the outlines of the forest-tops. 

Where it impended « In the hours of Spring, 

Whea the damp soflen'd atmosphere proolaimM 

The comii^ rain to beat the -frost from out 

The t<»rpid earth, so that its lap might sqaile 

Again with flowere, here also have I sat 

And listened to the voices of the pond. 

Those surest prophecies of warmer hours. 

Ringing like myriad tiny silver beils 
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Cheerfully oo the ear. 

Bright day-dreams oft 
Hatre hover'd o'er me in this lonely place. 
And though its homely features might attract 
None to bestow a glance, yet Memory twines 
Her fibres round it. Ruthless Time hadi driven 
The lairy dreams away, but still the spot 
Is hallow'd wh^re they brighten'd. 

Strange, most strange, 
The power of Memcnry ! with her kindling touch 
From the dim paintings of the past, she brings 
The golden tints in added brilliancy 
But leaves the shadows to their dusky -rest. 
Strange, strange ber power! the porch of home, though 

rude, 
is twined witlr fadeless roses ; all its scenes 
Are full of echoes waken'd by her spell. 
The trees have voices and the streams have songs, 
And e'en the air seems gifted with a sound 
Like a low wind with pleasure in its moan. 
No tone that ever struck upon her ear 
Is lost: no sight tlmt ever lit her eye 
Can ftide. The discords of this jarring world 
May drown the tone, its scenes o'erlay the eight, 
But still within her essence and upon. 
They vibrate and are written, and at kist, 
Id some great self-convulsiofi, or in hours 
We dream not of^ will echo in the mindy 
And stand reveal'd before its open'd eye. 
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TO THE ELM-TREE 

ON TBM OORma OF'VrATS AMI) ITdltTB-PEAKL VnirtBy DT YRI 

cm' ov A&BAirr. 

Tbov mcmumeiit of many centuries ! 

The infant leaflet from its cradle-bud 

Wakes to Spring's soft bright sunshine^ and ezpandi 

In her warm murmuring rains, as freshly now 

(When the wallM city has encompassed thee 

With all its gaudy glare, and tinsell'd show. 

Its altars rear'd to Fashion, crowded thick 

With her vain, idle, frivolous worshippers) 

As when mild April call'd the violet forth 

To look up at the leaves thy slender stem 

Bore in its young green beauty, ere the eartb 

Was rent by the uptearing of the roots 

Of the proud wilderness, Gt^d^ planted there. 

Thy bark still guards the. currents of thy life, 

Woven more strong and thick by countless years, 

And the wild tempest, howling in its rage 

Till its vain bi^ath is spent, cannot subdue 

The grandeur of tiiy height, but with proud looks 

Still dost thou tower, as when the summer air 

Holds its soft Iveath, and heaven is one bright smile* 
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What hast thou witnessed, proud one! Age on age 
Of frail mortality ha,ve. pass'd thee by. 
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Sparkliiig their transitory life away. 

Then perishing like thy buds. Oh, canst thou gi^e 

Thy records to the eye? How many hearts 

Hast thou seen breaks and smiling as they break, 

Till those who bore the wasted, faded form 

To the deep, only rest that is our lot. 

Spoke of some strange disease^ remembering not 

That the heart sometioieB stings itself to death. 

How many hopes, too, strewn in heaps around 

Like thy own leayes in autiunn, couldst thou sfaK>w 

If thy spray.fingers, and thy organ-voice 

C!oold bear intelligence to mortality* 

We arrogate to ourselves all gifts of God. 

We know not by what signs he makes those speak 

To whom he has denied, what we, vain clay ! 

Have named ia reason. May not the bright flower. 

Yielding its sweet breath to its bending mate 

Commune, though not in language ? And the bird 

Warbling beside some folded wing, outpour 

Its thoughts, though not in what we self*style words ? 
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King of the woods I stem darer of the storm I 

How proudly difierent thou from puny man ! 

Thou, when soft winds breathe on thee, and th^ sky 

O'erarches with the hu6 that robes the wing 

Of the archangel bending at that Throne 

The holy speak of; thou giv'st forth thy joy • 

In happy murmurs, letting thy light sprays 

Dance to the music, and thy shadows drop 

Upon the grass-spots carpeting thy feet. 

Man, when he basks in Fortune's brightest beams ' 
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Grows Yam and haughty, scorning gratitudei 

Yielding no tribute fi>r the blessings sbower'd, 

And naught but scorn to those God sets beneadi hitn. 

Thou, when the blast falls on thee with its roar 

And crushing weight, up summoning thy strength 

Dost lift thy head and dare it to its worst. 

Man, if a cloud but rises o'er his path, 

Like a scourged dog, down crouches, and then seeks 

For pity where he gave none in his pride, 

And consolation where he heap'd up scorn. 

Enough of this. Thou art a sweet-toned harp 
When the soft south twines in thy stirring leaves 
So loW| aa gentle, the bee's murmuring hum 
Would blend in harmony with thy sounds ; but when 
Keen from th^ northwest comes the swelling stormi 
A cataract, echoing ''mid its rifted rocks. 
Would be scarce louder than thy angry voice. 

The splendid moon, clear, large, and lustrous, looks 
Often upon thee ; and within thy shade, 
Checkering the broad bright silver of her robe 
Bathing the earth, soft voices murmuring vows, 
And kind eyes telling sweetest, holiest things 
Hearts feel but dare not utter, have been heard 
And seen with rapture, vows and things that make 
This gross earth beautiful — this dull life bright. 

Oh, mayst thou flourish on : though flesh like grass 
Falls and decays, still may thy strong arms stretch 
Their grateftil shadows, and where all is art 
Show that our mother Nature deigns to smile 
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E'en in the cky*» buflde, dust, and din. 
Oh, mayst thou flourish on, still plunging deep 
Thy roots within the earth, and lifting high 
Thy emerald dome, laughing to scorn the one 
Gleaming in tinsellM gaudy glitter near, 
Displaying, in its gorgeousness and pride, 
How Tain man's workmanship, to that of God. 
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THE BASIN 

Feom the steep city street, and from tne shore' 
Of the broad river, crimson, tall, and slim, 
The mill is seen ; and when the slanting sun 
Throws the sweet witchery of its light and shade 
Over the eastern slope, the windows flash 
In one blent glare of gold. 

The afternoon 
With black gigantic pencil, o'er the earth 
Has sketched each object, and with vagrant tread 
I wander where it lists me. From the marge 
By which the white sail steals, and now and then 
The clattering steamer darts, I upward pass. 
Till a deep basin wall'd with sheer steep bahks 
Receives my foot. Midway above, the trunks 
Of twisted pines are slanting, seemingly 
As though to pitch down headlong they had soughti 
And then been spell-bound. 

Dusky shadow fills 
The oval basin, but a stripe of light 
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Its edges badias: it seems a TUait cup « 

Rimm'il with rich gold. Beneath, the smooUKWeni reck 

Is fissured into channels by the stream 

That creeps, divided into threads, along, 

Moistening the dumps of tall cank grass and moss 

Spotting this floor of rock. Without, the sun 

Though sinking, beats with fierceness, hut tiie air 

Breathes cool and damp within this wall'd recess. 

Calming thefeyer'd blood, and gliding o'er 

The brow with delicate smoothness. On this toot| 

So twisted as to form a rustic seat 

I rest, and shape in dreamy indolence. 

The shadows glimmering in the haunted realm 

Of Fancy, till the hemlock^s apex shows 

No more its tip of light, and treading down 

To the calm rlyer-side,- 1 see the wa^e 

Glassing the softness of the twilight clouds. 

Before me like the sparks of fire-flies, gleam 

The city's evening lights; and its loud tongue 

That through the day gives out its myriad sounds, 

Is sinking to the murmurs that at last 

Die in the voiceless slumbeis of the night. 
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A SUMMER DAt. 

ALOifG that briHiant arch of sky, 

The clouds display their glittering white. 

Here, in white fleecy £>ld8 they lie, 

There, like pure snowflakes ^tted brighti 
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Here « curl'd plume ; a cMlle theve- 
Wtk flag end battleineDt in air; 
A riohy and radiant a^^ 

Upon yon wood the sunligkt lajre 
Its scatter'd gemsy.or sheda acroai 

A etream of broad deep lustrous blaze. 
Sleeping the leaves in golden gloas. 

Or melting tfaiough the bowejrs, its tinge 

Pencils below a ohedcerM frii^ 
On the wild-flower and moss. 
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Loyoly and sweet as fancy's dream. 
That distant landscape melts in light; 

In tenderest tints, those mountains seem 
To blend with yon horiaon bright; 

That grassy vale-^hat sloping hill^-. 

This spreading field-^tl^ s{$arkling rill— 
All oharm my raptured ught. 

The balmy wind, when first it wakes, 
Scarce stirs the flowers around me flung, 

Then swells it through this tree that shakes 
Till erery leaf has found a tongue, 

Then swift, within yon quivering wood 

It stirs to song, the solitude. 
As though deep music rung. 

Its fairy arch, how light and green 

The bireh hangs o'er yon lakelet's breast^ 

Where sky, and cloud, and rock are seen . 
In soft reflected hues to pest; 
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How rich that tusaelPd bank of flowers, 
Where sleeps the wave in diamond showers. 
With sedge, and lily dress'd. 

Late, frown'd a scene of gloom and dread ; 

Black from the west roll'd cloud o'er cloUd 
Shedding wan lustre — ^then overhead * 

Burst the storm-demon from his shroud, 
Swept the loud blast ;-^the lightning ^leamM;-^ 
The thundev crash 'd—>4he rain-sheets stream'd-^* 

Earth shoc4i: — the forest bow'd. 

Then the clouds Aoke — ^flash'd through the light, 
Laugh'd the pure heaven fresh, blue, and fair, 
The eool winds in their gentle flight 

Kiss'd flower and leaf— sweet flow'd the air- 
Glow 'd the green turf — ^the eastern skies 
Show'd their gemm'd arch of opal dyes, 
A sun-wing'd spirit there. 

'Twas bright, but lovelier far are now 
That soften'd landscape's golden hush — 

'This forest side — yon sky's rich glow — 

Those groups of fiowenn-that torrent's gush 

Which pours from out its rocky urn. 

O'er the green moss, and sculptured fern, 
In mimic boil and rushi 

Like a wing'd tulip floats around 

The butterfly in airy rings^ 
And joyous Uirough the verdant ground 

Each summer insect chirps and springs; 
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And now and then, a wttndermg bee 
Darts bj ma full of life and glaO) 
With musio in its wings. 

Whisdes the thrush its flutelika lay 
Amid tiiia clustering leafy shade 

Which twines in dense, and green army. 
Pavilion, arch, and colonnade; 

A group of songsters carols near, 

While sends the squirrel to my ear,* 
Its shrill bark from the glade. 
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Thus the heart's June, when Aiiig's sky 
Is bright, and musio fills the «ir ; 

When Hope's quick tread and laughing ej% 
Lure to a future, fresh and fledr. 

But oh! beyond, how dark the years 

Where roams the soul with sighs and ftars, 
A desert bleak and bars. 
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WINTER. 

With howUng fury Winter makes his bound 
Upon us, freezing Nature at a look. 
He clashes out the sweet and dreamy hues 
Of Indian Summer, .so that where the eye 
The golden soilness and the purple base 
Beheld at noon, at suneet sees the mist 
Darken around the landscape, and the eal*, 
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Nestling upon its fillow, he&ro the rieet 

Ticking agakist the oMemeot, whil&t irithiQ 

The aUvery craoJcing of the kmclling ooal 

Keeps merry ohiaoe. The morning rises up, 

And lo ! the dazzling picture ! Bvery tree 

Seems carved from steel, the silent hills are helm'di 

And the broad fields have breastplates. Over all 

The sunshine flashes in a keen white blaze 

Of splendor, searing eyesight. Gro abroad ! 

The branchea yield orisp cracklings, now and than 

Sending a shower of rattling diamonds down 

On the mail'd earth, as freshens the light wind. 

The hemlock is n stooping bower of ice. 

And the oak seems as though a fairy^s wand 

Had, the past night, transformed its skeleton frame 

To a rich Btructure trembling o'er with tints 

Of rainbow beauty. But the strengthening sun 

Soon malta the whde enchantment from the sight. 

Then the gray snow-oloud from the dim southwest 
Rises, and veils the sky. . The vapory air 
Is freckled with the flakes, till o'er the scene 
There steals a gmdual hue of white, like sleep 
Muffling the senses. From the freezing north 
The mighty blast now tramplee, whirling up 
In mist the snow, and dashing it along, 
As the lash'd ocean dashes on its q>ray. 
Through the long frowning night is heard the war 
Of the fierce tempest. Wo ! oh, bitter wo 
For Poverty I— 4iere shivering in sheds, 
And cowering, there, by embers dying out 
In the white ashes. Wo! oh, bitter wo! 
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The starving mother, and the moaning babe ! 
And aged, feeling in their veins the blood 
Freezing forever! Thou whose board is spread-— 
Who sittest by thy household fire in peace-— 
Think of thy brother's lot, condemn'd to die 
Hungry and naiced in a pitiless world 
Made for the use of all by Him who saith, 
That not a sparrow falleth to the ground 
Unnoted; think, and let sweet Charity, 
That white-wing'd angel, keep her blessed watdli 
Beside the kmdled altar of thy heart. 

Then the bland wind comes winnowing from t^e South 

And the snow melts like breath. The withered grass 

Is bare ; in forest paths the moss is green ; 

And in old garden nooks peers tearful out 

The frozen violet ; purlings low of rills 

Flashing all round from vanishing banks and driils, 

Are heard. May's soilness steals along the air, 

And the deep sunshine smiles on limb and earth, 

As if to draw the leaves apd blossoms forth ;. 

But soon the mellow sweetness dies away. 

And Winter holds his bitter sway again. 

Yet is he not a foe. Behold, he easts 
His downy robe o'er Nature's torpid sleep; 
That, when agwin he draws his mantle warm 
At Spring's command, a gbry shall burst forth. 
And the wide air be fiU'd with breath of praise — 
The delicate bjreath of tree, and plant, and flower 
Rising to heaven like incense. 
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BEWARB THE BOWL. 

Bbwars the bowl! though rich aad brightt 
Its rubies flash upon the sight, v 

An adder coils ks depths beneath. 
Whose lure is wo, whose sting is death« 

Beware the bowl! though round it twinet 
The wreaths from Pleasure's rosiest shrinet 
The thorn is lurking midst the bloom 
That strews the entraa<^ to the tomb. 

Beware the bowl! though wit may gleam, 
And song sound gladly o'er its stream, 
That gleam will turn to lightning glare. 
That song will cease in mute despair. 

Beware the bowl ! by all the wo 
That lies within its poison'd flow — 
By all the hopes that cheer the soul. 
Through life, in death, beware the bowl! 



A WINTEE SUNSET. 



Nature's great eye, low beaming in the west 
Pours sweetest light upon this mountain-road 
Pleasant in Sumnier with delicious grass 
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And checkered shadows from the bowery limbs: 
But mantled now in snow that, beaten hard 
Creaks to my footsteps. The green hemlock smiles 
Speckled with gold; the oak's sear foliage^ still 
Tight clinging to the boughs, is kindled up 
To a rioh brown, and on the carpet-snow 
Glows a soft blush. At hand, a steep abyss 
Lets down my eye upon the hollow. Pale 
In its chill robe it lies, with dusky lines 
Of crossing fencee— groups of orchard-trees 
And roois, like dingy patches, scatter'd o'er. 
But now the broad dilated sun has stoop'd 
To the blue line of hills along the west. 
Lower it fitlls, until a shred of light 
Glitters, then sinksi and the red sky is bare. 



« 



THE REMAINS OF NAPOLEON. 

Glort to France! that heart which tower'd 
More proud and firm, more fierce the shock. 

But which in stagnant quiet cowered 
And broke upon the desert rock. 

He, whose stem cannon-voice was law, 

Whose look held earth in breathless awe; 

Whose crown was form'd of royal gems 

Serered from conquer'd^ diadems ; 

Whose seat was but a pile of thnnies 

Wrested from dull and slumberous dbnones; 
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Glory to Fraaoe!— 410 longer rests 
Where the rude isle the ocean breasts; 
But in the sunny vme-olad land 
That once baw'd humbly to hb hand* 
Trophied by all his genius won. 
Now sleeps the great Napoleon. 



Oh when that proud majestic form 

That lived but in the battle-storm, 

Was plaoed within the sainted earth, 
Bites should have then been paid of fitting worth. 

All the bright flags his valor gain'd 

Scorch'd by the Uaze, by slaughter stain'd^ — 

Should have in one great shroud been made. 

And in it then the Chief been laid ; 

Then all the* canlum which he won 

When battle, blotted out the sun, 

Should have be^oi ranged in frowning line 

Before the hero's funeral shrine, 

And as the tomb was closing o'er 
In one stem earthquake sound should then have burst 

their roar. 



THE ANCESTRAL TOMBa 
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OwBK the heuth, an aged man 

To the olden chapel-pile 
Once came, with armor upon his breast, 

And eater'd the gloomy aisle. 
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The piomd txaulM of hk SBoaston 
Stood round in aolemn throng; 

Hark ! from a &r reoess he heard 
A wild mysterioue eong. 



"O yes, ye heio-spirita, jf^ 
I hear your summoning cry ! 

Tour ranks I dose, haily hail to 
Worthy of you am I !** 



Within the shadow oold, there stood 
An empty tomb wide-spread; 

This ohose he fi>r a resting^plaoe, 
With his shield beneadi his head. 

He folded dien his hands around 
His swordf and slumber'd on ; 

The wild mysterious musio oeasedi 
Well might U then be done* 



EARLY FEELINGS. 

When heart and hope were young 
And Pleasure waved her pinion wreathM with flowerSf 

When tears that transient sprung' 
Call'd but Joy's rainbow brighter from tlM dKiwer»— 

Nature was radiant then 
With high and holy beauty | the Utte aky-^ 
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The mount*— the stream — ^the glen— ^ 
Seem'd hallow'd with a charm that could not die. 

The summer wind at noon; 
The stars that glow'd for thought; night's stillness deep; 

The pure and silver moon 
That kept as with a spell the eye from sleep; — 

These then a language hore 
That thrillM the hosom, sweet, yet strange and ^d: 

Oh ! in this life once more 
Can the world- worn one feel as when a child? 

Yes, in the iciness 
And desert of our life a sudden touch 

The hidden chords wiU press, 
And then our rapture — heaven is made of such. 

The feelings of the past, 
The pure, fresh, cloudless sunbeams of the hearty 

A holy radiance cast, 
And leave a golden glow when they depart. 

Thus Memory to the eye 
Of one condemn'd in foreign lands to roam, 

Restores the summer sky 
The streams and flowers and music of his home. 

And to the captive lone 
She comes— the bonds, the dungeon gloom are o'er; 

Lo ! freedom is his own, 
His soul is on the chainless winds once more* 
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A COBDfON SCENE. 
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Thb sky with silver throngs of sleeping clouds 

Is spotted, and a barmotiy of hues 

Azim sad white, are there; a genial warmth 

Bums in the sun glance; from that lowly Tale 

A smoke- wreath curls^— a nietic chimney peeps 

Through the thick foliage ; in the furrowing field 

The ploughman guides his team and whistlee blithe ; 

Around the brink of that blue fairy lake 

A laughing group of children stand to w^tdi 

That frail bark speeding widi its tiny sail 

Across the dimpling mirror ; now it moors 

Within yon knot of water-plants: from out 

The t|ee that dances to the wind, a wren 

Is warbling to its mate within a burii 

The cattle lazily repose beneath 

The meadow shade, or stoop to drink the rill 

That 'freshens the green berbe. A sttmrner scene 

Common yet loYely* 
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THB klUVlTUEATRB. 

RoiTND the wide area see the fiery steed 

Loosed from his thraldom, bouod with headlong speed ; 

Free as the tempest seems he, but a rein 

Is o'er him stronger than the weightiest chain 

An eye and voice, whose slightest glanoe and sound 

Plant him a breathing statue on the ground 

Eager and watcliful ; then wkh difierent sway 

Shoot him agaia an arrow on his way. 

With a light leap as upward borne by wings 

To the fleet courser's back his rider springs; 

Around — around-— 4h8 flying Centaur skims, 

And to the sigKt in many a <»role swins. 

Now on the surging pedestal tincheck'd 

By slightest curb, the rider stands erect ; 

Poised, with stretch 'd arms now leans ; with sudden bound 

Now to the ey« another change has ibund ; 

Then leaping o'er some barrier in his way, 

His steed regains he as a bird its spray. 

Whilst the gay harlequin in xnotley dressM 

Draws the k>ud laugh with ganbol quaint and jest. 

Fancy fliee back to Greece, once Freedom's own. 
Cradle of Artr— the Muses' brightest throne. 
Tier upon tier of animated life 
To view the struggling raoer-the wrestling strife 



® 



(318) 



1 



With eager gestures and with fastened gaze 

The splendid Amphitheatre displays: 

The strong Athlete grasps his sinewy foe 

Muscle strains muscle— blow succeeds to blow— - 

The foamij^ courser whirls the chariot on, 

And crowns the laurel- wreath the well-eam'd triumph won. 



ODE FOR THE NEW TEAR 184B. 

Silence in Heaven— the shouts and songs 
That rang from all its glittering throngs^ 
The praises to the great "I Am/' 
The "holy, holy to the Lamb," 
Have ceased before that blazing throne, 
Where reigns in power supreme, unknowni 
And pomp no eye, unquench'd, can see, 
Shrouded in blinding light, the awful Deity. 

The high archangels nearest to the thnnie, 

The brightest, wisest, purest of "His own;" 

The next in power ; yea, all to whom were given* 

When they were form'd, the bliss to dwell in heaven^ 

And white robed saints, with palm-Wreaths in their hands, 

Are ranged in countless ranks and gorgeous bands, 

Full in the blaze that, from the Holiest streaming. 

Kindles each pinion with its golden gleaming. 

And robes each form, from Gabriel, proud and tail* 

Down to the lowliest essence of them all. 
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Blazing, glittering, there they etand^ 
At their God's supreme coimnand ; 
Blazing, glittering, shedding thenee 
Floods of rich magnificence, 
Till splendor brightens far chaotic night, 
And heaven is one deep glare of overwhelming light. 



Myriads on myriads, far beneath, 
Suspended on the Almighty^s breath, 
Roll the worlds in orbits meet, 
Rolling on in music sweet — 
In that starry qpmpany 
One dim clouded ball they see ; 
Scarce its shape emits a ray, 
Wrapped in misty robe of gray ; 
Seems it not, to their pure sight. 
Fit abode of gloom and night ? 
Fit abode of doubts and fears. 
Pains and sorrows, sighs and tears? 
Placed beneath a dreadful ban 
Fit abode for stricken man. 






But tidings wait they from that ball beneath ; 
The aged year has yielded up its breathy 
And the Recording Angel's spotless wing 
Those tidings from our fall'n and suffering race will bring. 
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Far below, a dot of light 
Nearer comes, more large and bright, 
Nearer, nearer, flashing, glowing. 
Nearer still a winged shape showing, 
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Now the halo round, and now 
Tlie speeding Angel's upward biow. 

He enters: all the daggling ranks are cast 
Suddenly prone like reeds before a blast. 
He glides by prostrate harp, bow'd wing, and ciowni 
And kneeling at the Throne, sets those dark records down. 

At this year's threshold let one glanee be cast 

Across the <me now gathered to the past ; 

Wealth has swept by entranced in Flattery's breath, 

And Pleasure tempted with her pcKscm'd wreath; 

Faroe with bis plume has driven his car along, 

And laurell'd Victory pour'd his clarion song: 

Bui tear the veil that glitters to the eye, 

Beneath, what scenes of utter misery lie;-^ 

Friendship has held its broken chain and wept. 

And Love kept vigils where the lovely slept ; 

Hearts that have shiver'd in the cold woHd's blast. 

Scorning to yield, have bent and broke at last ; 

Others have felt the blight, and sufier'd on. 

While every joy that made earth bright was gone — 

For what is Life — a false and heartless show, 

A Marah wild whence bitter waters flow — 

A desert waste by weary wanderers press'd, 

Who struggling forward, sigh in vain for rest; 

Trusting the mirage, still they journey there, 

And at the promised goal but find despair. 

Hope ! What is that 1 the glistening fire that scathes 

Eac'i hapless object that its radiance bathes, 

Sheddii^g a glory as it glitters o'er. 

But leaving darkness gloomier than before* 
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And Pleasure, what is that? the serpent hid. 
Deadly aod venomoas its flowers amid ; 
Charming its victims with its eye and breath, . 
And luring onward, not to joy, but death. 
And still each bubble leads its follower on, 
And still it leaves him when he thinks 'tis won. 
Deserved his fate, poor fool ! who seeks for bliss 
In a dark, lost, and sorrowing world like this: 
Here insect, here a truth is shown to thee, 
Sung by the wisest— '^^ all » yanitt.^ 
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Where snowy cHffs o'er dashing seas, 

Tower proudly in the air. 
Its cross'd flag waving in the breeze— 

The anchor'd Isle is there. 
Land of our fathers and our tongue, 
Where Bacon mused and Milton sung. 

How great thy triumphs — ^won 
In many a field of glorious pride. 
Where blood drench'd earth and warriors died. 

And smoke-wreaths hid the sun. 
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Bright is its monarch-line that shines. 
Far stretching from rude Saxon shrines 

To these enlighten'd days; 
And now that sceptre of command 
Once in the warrior Richard's hand. 

The young Victoria sways. 
It is a strange yet touching sight, 

The British Lion fierce and grim 
Obedient to her guidance light. 

And yielding to her slightest whim. 
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With do#iiea8t eye and omaching Iknb. 
When has that limb been known to spare, 
When battle's taint was on the air? 
When has that red eye eyer quail'd 
*When dai^eis lowered and death assail'd? 
E'en now the Lion's loar resounds 
Through fated India's farthest bounds; 
The saored Ganges nurrors now 
The tenors of that matted brow. 
The savage seeks the solitude 
Of Himalaya's gorges rude. 
And shakes in every breeze with fear. 
Lest that dread roar should meet his ear. 
Wo for his land, for what can stay 
The lightning on its darting way« 

Sorrow for Spain ! where the soil breezes stealing, 

Are burthen'd with fragrance breathed on them by flowers ; 
Where bright azure skies wake the soul to new feeling, 

And music seems born but to float in her bowers : 
No more on the air sounds the muleteer's singing, 

Which rose as he traversed his green-mountain path ; 
For the shouts of wild War in her valleys are ringing, 

And carnage and flame mark his progress of wrath. 



Sorrow for Spain t o'er her moonlighted waters 
No more tinkles sweetly the merry guitar: 

No more to the dance move her beautiful daughters. 
When the purple of twilight is gemm'd with Its star. 

In the shade of his vineyard the father is sleeping, 
But the gore on his breast tells the sleep^ of die dead ; 
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In the gloom of its cottage the orphan is weeping, 
What horrors, oh War, from thy presence are shed. 

In the darkest sierras the peasant now bides him, 

Where the eagle's shriek blends with the roar of the flood, 
And the fastness is bless'd, for its secret divides him 

From the vile human tigers that thirst for his blood. 
Shall this bright land no more smile in peace aod in quiet ? 

From the scourge that now lashes it, never be free! 
Oh man, when thy terrible passions run riot, 

What t>east is more wild, more ferocious than thee. 

Russia's black Eagle is stooping 

From the path he has roark'd in the sky ; 
His pinion in sadness is drooping. 

And dim is the glance of his eye. 
Circassia's sons with sheathless swordp, 

Wall'd their free hearth-stones, fierce and strong, 
And that proud. Eagle's savage hordes, 

Were taught what wo awaits on wrong. 
Wlien battling for his native land, 
New strength is given the patriot's hand ; 
What power can conquer men who fighf 
For country, liberty, and right f 
Though for the instant forced to fly. 
They rally when the storm sweeps by; 
Each gorge, each rock, each cavern yield 
Shelter, anew their arms to wield. 
Fetters the writhing form may bind. 
But what can chain the chainless mind? 
The atmngest dungeon ever wtought, 
Cannot restrain the wings of thought; 
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The bands of Poweor are bunt in shreds, 
By those determined to be free; 

And blood-drops that the patriot shedsy 
Sow dragon's teeth for Liberty. 
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A year is gone — another dawns bef<»e: 
New scenes shall stamp it like the one that's o'er: 
Nature will still preserve her order free ; 
But man, vain man, what change awaiteth thee? 
The winter gloom will pass away from the bhie and 

smiling sky; 
Green leaves will burst in the forest-depths, and stream- 
lets murmur by, 
Rich grass and flowers will clothe the gnNuid--«ong fill 

the air with ^ee, 
Each blossom a shrine of incense for its votary bird and bee. 
Ripe, mellow fruits, and golden sheaves, the grateful earth 

will yield. 
And the silver harvest-moon will light the reaper from the 

. field. 
Storm, fierce and wild, will wind again his trumpet keen 

and loud — 
His throne the bright and dazzling snow—- his plume the 
black'ning cloud. 

And thus this year will pass away. 

With all its shadowy train; 
And love and hope and friendship sway, 

The trusting heart again. 

Pleasure will sprinkle sparkling dew, 
And scatter rosy bloom; 
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And Death will whet hia sickle too, 
And fill his borae — the tomb. 



But now the lifting pinions fall. 
And aa the flight b spent, 

The author sends to each and all, 
The New Tear's compliment. 
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